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"This was shot in Bardens 
Boudoir back in January. 
Pre were playing with the 
Mae Shi and Rolo Tomassi. 
I have photographed Pre 
numerous times and they 
always have unlimited 
energy. I have no idea 
how Akiko manages to 
throw herself around 
without hurting herself. 
I had just taken a few 
shots and was retreating 
to the side of the stage 
when out of the corner 
of my eye I saw Akiko 
climbing the bass drum. 
As I swung round, she 
launched herself over 
me, my photographers 
instinct kicked in and 
I pressed the shutter. It 
summed up an exciting 
and frantic show on a 
cold January evening." 
- Owen Richards, Plan B 
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Putting together a End Of Year issue in mid- 
November is inevitably a pretty peculiar experience, 
although not, I guess, any more bizarre than going 
shopping around about the same time of year and 
feeling like you've been all but mugged by Santa 
and all his elves. Still, the feeling of capping off the 
year before it's quite ready to bow out can't help 
but linger, not least because for me it still seems to 
be the middle of festival season. Three consecutive 
weekends (first ATP's Release The Bats, where Steve 
Albini dressed as a spooky mummy and Todd Trainer 
made the best vamp; then London's inaugural 
Hokaben festival - see this issue's live section; and 
finally, Cardiff's Swn festival, where Rolo Tomassi 
generously tore up the Plan B stage) rather suggests 
2008's live music calendar is in good health, even as 
I approach the year's close with the staggered gait of 
an injured marathon runner. 

But let's focus on the business in hand: did any of 
you feel that this year seemed more scattered, more 
disparate than years before? Last year, Mamie Stern 
felt like a shoe-in for our Artist Of The Year, but this 
year, everyone's off on their own trip. Everett's 
emails are all about the towering genius of the new 
Frida Hyvonen album; Kick's treasuring Rings and 
Micachu; Lauren's reading giddily from the gospel of 
Of Montreal; Frances bridging the jazz-noise nexus; 
and Ringo PStacey still repping for the street-level 
rhymes of Ghetto and Nas. Compiling the albums 
of the year, then, became not so much a matter of 
determining our collective favourites but digging 
out our own personal bests from the year gone by 
and having to argue their case afresh. 

Too late for this list is Antony Hegarty, whose 
new album, The Crying Light, is due out in the 
New Year. How satisfying, though, to see such 
a unique, outsiderfigure embraced by the Great 
British public at large; and how pleasing to see the 
humanity and generosity of his music play out on 
the page. And talking of generosity, finally, I'd like 
to thank everyone who's helped out with Plan B this 
year: our writers, photographers, illustrators, and 
a crack team of interns, all of whom subbed, 
web-edited, and stuck up posters like their lives 
depended on it. A virtual mince pie, then, to: 
Digby Bodenham, Jay Capelingm, Jon Cook, Nat 
Davies, Solange Deschatres, Becky Edwards, James 
Hodgson, Katie Horrocks, Holly Jade, Camohan Keane, 
Em Ledger, Sammy Maine, Ben Mechen, Stephanie 
Phillips, Alex Romain, Daniel Shane, Nancy Smallwood, 
Meryl Trussler, and Ben Webster; we would not be 
these words on a page without you. 
Louis Pattison 
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freakin 1 rainbow" 
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"Ecstatic vibes, joyful symphonies 
that sound like they've been captured 
to tape in the depths of some 
psychedelic rainforest." 
NME 

"A thrilling debut, a textural masterpiece. 
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"...one of the most 
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THE DRONES 

The Minotaur and 
a Brief retrospective 

AVAILABLE ON LIMITED EDITION 
PICTURE DISC VINYL AND DOWNLOAD. 

"The Minotaur, contains the 
insouciant swagger and intricate 
guitars that have been so sadly 
lacking of late from Australian 
rock.... The song is brutal, 
brilliant." 
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Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Photography: Owen Richards 



Foot Village 

The Luminaire, London 

The geometry of the Foot Village stage 
is differentto the aggro-minimalist-auto- 
destructive lines of the average rock'n'roll gig. 
Covered in drum parts, it is neatly arranged 
to resemble the mechanical engine room of 
a Viking ship powered by rhythmic pulsars, 
resembling a lost cubist masterpiece- St/7/ Life 
with Fifty Drums (And No Mandolin), say. 
The bulky equipment redefines the space of 
the performance, because the stage is sealed 
off to the musicians, who then have to circle 
its perimeter to produce any movement during 
the show. It also re-orchestrates the duration 
of the show, as watching the equipment being 
assembled in the shape of a modernist 
installation becomes almost as engaging 
as the music itself, thetechnicians playing 
a pivotal role in its artistic success. 

At this point, it seems almost unnecessary 
for Foot Village to invite the audience to crowd 
even further the tiny space not already covered 
in bass drums and cymbals. There is no need 
to go all Lightning Bolt or Coachwhips in 
questioning the hierarchy of stage, performer 
and audience when the stage is already 
rearranged as a sculptural shrine, the musicians 
are reduced to the monks that light the candles 
around it. Anyway, this isn't about 
demarcations and boundaries -the stage flows 
into the pit and beyond, emanating all the way 
to the darkest recesses of the Luminaire-yeah, 
even to you sitting on the sofa, 'having a chat' 
(screaming in someone's ear), trying to ignore 
the rather strict exhortations to BE QUIET 
decorating the walls. 

Good performances, as the comedian 
likes to remark, depend mostly on timing. This 
leaves Foot Village with an obvious problem: 
how can a band whose first note is a crescendo 
of four drummers beating in unison build up 
a momentum and lead their audience to a 
promised catharsis? Like a movie soundtrack 
entirely made only of that first note from 
Strauss' 'Also Sprach Zarathustra', when you 
start with a bang you are always at risk of 
finishing with a whimper. Luckily though, 
the four rather geeky-looking people (like MA 
Computer Sciences students) who turn ottf % , 
to be Foot Village go for shock and awe tactics: 
drum as fast and loud as you can, shout as many 
undecipherable syllables through the 



megaphone before your larynx explodes, 
hit all the snares, cymbals, bongos and big bass 
drums at once, and get off stage before 
anyone can find a plausible explanation 
for what just happened. 

Foot Village excel at establishing a beat 
in unison, assaulting their audience with the 
sweeping oneness of four people not just 
playing in synch, but playing the same 
instrument with the same bang. This is where 
the transition between the band's Busby 
Berkeley tendencies tumble into death cult 
territory. But it's by breaking off into 
megaphone shouts and disruptions that they 
establish and utilise the tensions that arise 
between that synchronicity and the 
individuality of the group's members. When 
members of support band Pre join in for extra 
firepower, what sounds like an experiment 
in brow-furrowing minimalism explodes into 
a chaotic celebration. 

And only post-gig do we realise that what 
we have been witnessing is great American 
democracy in action. In trying to rebut the 
notion that there could not be a great 
American art, Alexis De Tocqueville wrote 



The stage flows 
into the pit and 
beyond 



that in democracies "people do not read with 
the same notions or in the same manner as they 
do in aristocratic communities, but the circle of 
readers is unceasingly expanded, till it includes 
all the people." What Foot Village do is to take, 
a hard and e I it ist for rp ; of avant-garde music 
from composers likejia-Monte Young and turn 
it into a huge party, where everyone's invited, f * 

Foot Village do their damnedest to include 
everyone at the Luminaire, irH<ilburn, in North 
London and in the whole world intheir rite 
of stretched skin on metal rylinder, beafen to 
a bloody pulp. After electricity, when the 
petrol runs out, a civilisation might be erected 
by drums and voice alone. On thisevidence, 
their village, give ortake a human sacrifice, 
might not be such a bad place to shore up J 
after the apocalypse. 
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the void 



petit mal 



Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Photography: Tara Darby 



IN STORES NOW FROM 
NONESUCH RECORDS 



NONESUCH 



Pop music is meant to be the unconscious bearer of meaning, which should be 
analysed and extracted only subsequently by media scholars. But in rare 
moments of self-reflexivity, where the underlying socio-economics of the 
creative industry break the shiny surface of sound, it can also generate its own 
critique. The unwieldy lyrics of Manic Street Preachers' 'Natwest Barclays 
Midlands Lloyds' ("Blackhorse apocalypse/They sanitise your credit") are 
probably not quite what Petit Mal were going for, but the same unlikely 
combination of populist aspiration and intellectual rigour permeates their single, 
as Ben Seymour confirms: "I want 'Crisis In The Credit System' to be played in 
Bluewater shopping centre". 

The song emerged from his research - alongside bandmate Melanie Gilligan 
- into fictitious capital. "We were reading Capital under the aegis of Loren 
Goldner's particular reading of Marx and his focus on financialisation, trying 
to decide whether it was still pertinent, and I suppose it emerged from that, 
plus playing this music as just a duo, making very simple songs. . . " 

Melanie: " I guess we'd been thinking a lot about a financial crisis when that 
still looked quite insane to a lot of people, but we were in this intensive reading 
group and playing around with quite poppy-sounding songs. I generally 
improvise the lyrics and melodies on our songs while Ben does everything else - 
and that's how I started singing about a credit crisis." 

As writers (Ben was until recently the sub-editor of Mute magazine) and 
artists (the single also accompanies Gilligan's excellent series of soap operettas 
on the same topic, which can be viewed on YouTube), as well as musicians (both 
having previously been members of Difficult Fun's Antifamily), they have applied 
a range of methodologies and styles to try and come to terms with the invisible 
flow of speculative capital that threatens to flood the rotting dams of the 



'There's a melancholy that 
we don't really theorise' 



welfare state. In some respects, with Eighties pop they have arrived 
at the ideal format to capture the essence of these recent cultural and 
economic developments. 

As we face this crunch, unsure whether what we feel is glee or dread, 
whether we're looking for new modes of life or simply want to go back to 
previous abandoned ones, pop is a perfect tool for addressing the dialectics 
of conservatism and experimentation, repetition and progression, affect and 
form. Ben: "Pop can contain these real ambiguities and complexities. There is 
a pathos to our songs that comes out of how I write stuff without other people 
intervening -and how Melanie sings, so there's a melancholy that we don't 
really theorise. The music isn't just a project about something topical." 

Like the best bands to come out of the Reaganite era, Petit Mai's songs 
balance cold, alienated synth sounds and passionate, slightly forlorn singing. 
They have the strange effect of a non-ironic investigation into older styles that 
leave the listener truly unable to determine in what year they were recorded. 
Melanie: "A lot of music now is recycling earlier forms, and we're aware that 
that's going on in our music. But we always try to think about the distinction 
between what we're doing and, say, Ultravox." 

Ben: "We're only interested in repetition in [Frankfurt School theorist 
Walter] Benjamin's formulation as realising something in the object that wasn't 
actualised in the first moment of production or performance. So you liberate the 
original that was lost or stifled. The creative economy puts pop music forward 
as an example of what we should be doing, so we've got on the run-out groove 
'Direct your creative work in line with the economy', which is a quote from [artist 
Kazimir] Malevich-this idea that creativity should be putto work which we're 
pointing to and questioning. 

"That pop becomes part of this economy would have been bonkers to 
previous generations, but non-physical production is a major part of the 
economy now. We're reading about the capital bubble, the creation of credit 
and false money, and at the same time making this kind of music harking back 
to the golden age of Depeche Mode's appropriation of modernism, a projection 
of a style in the absence of production. Where constructivism pretended 
something that didn't exist, invoking this production, we're on the other side, 
pretending something that no longer exists." 

www.myspace.com/petitmalpetitmal 
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PHILIP GLASS 
GLASS BOX 

A 1 0-disc survey of Glass' groundbreakir 
four-decade career. Includes a 200-page 
book of essays and appreciations, house 
in an elegant cube with artist portraits by 
Chuck Close, Annie Leibovitz and others. 

MAGNETIC FIELDS 
DISTORTION 

Stephin Merritt and his chamber-pop 
ensemble create a veritable wall of sount 
on their eighth album: no synthesizers, 
instead, waves of feedback that envelop 



every track like a spiky 
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PUNCH BROTHERS 
PUNCH 

The remarkable debut album from i 
band comprising the most prodigioi 
sought-after musicians from the cu 
rass and folk music. 



WWW.N0NESUCH-UK.COM 
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Words: Meryl Trussler 



Hopscotching the line between C86 and 
psychedelia, Je Suis Animal are Norwenglish 
and bewitching. Cool like pixie-cut French 
girls, glimpsed through smoke. Like... 
intimidatinglyso. Thankfully, they're also 
endearing as all get-out, so draw closer as 
vocalist/guitarist Elin Grimstad and friends 
spill some epigrams our way: 

How do music scenes translate and 
differ between Norway and England? 

Elin: "Norway has always admired the 
British music scene. I grew up on an island 
in the north-west. Young people were into 
bands like The Smiths- walking around in 
a gale with their Walkman. A juxtaposition 
between grim urban Britishness and...er... 
natural woolly sheepness. 

"Many Norwegian bands are too studied. 
I suppose it goes back to being a nation of 
farmers and fishermen -the bread has to be 
on the table. Great musicianship is highly 
regarded, even better if you have a beard. 
That being said -there are a lot of great 
bands around at the moment." 

What images do your songs conjure, 
to you? 

Elin: "A naive painting of swans on a lake 
and melting waterfalls." 

You have some beautiful moments 
of spookiness in your work. Where does 
that come from? 

Elin: "It's not our intention to be spooky. 
It's that Norwegian-blood madness. 
I suppose the synth-spookiness is a bit similar 
to how Joe Meek's music sounds spooky. 
Anthony is very influenced by tape music. 
And we're all fans of TV drama about 
murder- while having cake and tea." 

Are you conscious of listener- 
reaction when you write? 

Elin: "We went through a period of 
being terrified of boring the listener. We 
almost started making prog music, with new 
parts coming in every two seconds! Life is 
volatile and short." 

What's the perfect thing to be doing 
while listening to your record? 

Matt Bagguley (drums): "Ice skating, 
painting, and star-gazing. Simultaneously." 

Finally, seeing the cover of your 
debut album Self-Taught Magic From 
A Book- why do shimmery indie 
pop bands feel such an affinity 
with owls? 

Elin: "We're bored of owls now." 

Anthony Barratt (guitar/keys): "Yeah, the 
next album will have a rhino on the front." 

www.jesuisanimal.com 




af rikan boy 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Photography: Will Kay 



At a time when tabloids, broadsheets, major news 
channels and liberal websites alike like to fantasise 
all manner of bad things about young black men, 
immigrants, and urban musicthere is Afrikan Boy- 
a young black male who writes urban music about 
being an immigrant and breaking the law. 

In his best-known song to date, 'Lidl', he gets 
caught shoplifting twice, in Lidl and Asda. He tells 



Chicken and chips 
and MSN 



his story in a Nigerian accent, including rich details 
like how he's shoplifting in Lidl because he's "really, 
really hungry" but has no money, and is eventually 
caught by a Nigerian security guard. Through the 
final verse, though, the track opens out onto a 
broader biographical and sociological terrain: he 
made it through immigration without a visa; he is 
in school, and likes chicken and chips and MSN. 

And then - immigration come for a visit. . .but 
you don'tthink 'Hurrah! Get this bloody thieving 
anti-social foreigner out of my country! ' You think 
'Oh no!' Because 'Lidl' is told by such a cheery, 
funny guy, and the chorus is so catchy, and what 
you really want is for him to be your next-door 
neighbour and to get invited to his parties. 

Afrikan Boy's real name is Olushola Ajose and he 
lives in south-east London. He is currently studying 



psychology and sociology at Brunei so he can be 
a counsellor. I ask him if he's been to Lidl lately, and 
it turns out it's a true story. 

So have you actually stolen a chicken from Asda 
as well? 

"Yeah, I done it many times before. It wasn't 
even my fault that I got caught, it was my friend's - 
he tried to steal alcohol, but obviously we were 
young so the camera followed us. Exactly how it 
says in the song, that's how it happened. I just didn't 
include my friend." 

What did they do, did they let you off? 

" Lidl let me off, but Asda took a picture of my 
friend. When we went up to the office we just 
saw so many people from our area. They all had 
their pictures up - it was like 'I know him, I know 
her, I know him!' It was kind of like a yearbook, 
so funny." 

Maybe those were all the people who sing along 
when he performs live, generally wearing a T-shirt 
that says 'Who Stole My Visa?'. Apparently MIA 
heard 'Lidl' on his MySpace and that's why she 
asked him to collaborate with her on 'Hussel' (he's 
also in the video to 'Paper Planes'). Since then he's 
been touring with her -even supporting Prince. 

He doesn't have any gossip on the latter- but he 
does know loads of stuff I don't about Nigerian hip- 
hop and says it's great because it's like Lil Wayne - 
not the content, so much as the way it's done. 
Apparently they play 9ice, 2Face and Olu Maintain 
at all the parties at Brunei. Olushola's first single is 
not going to be 'Lidl', because he wants to show 
people that he can do other stuff too. The chorus 
to the riotous electro of 'Lagos Town' goes "Mr 
International/1 don 't need a visa/To go to other 
countries/The world is my town. . . " 

It wouldn't surprise me if, when he eventually 
releases 'Lidl', The Sun jumps on it as proof of their 
well-researched theories about immigrants and 
black music ruining our country. "Yeah," he laughs. 
"But then my name will be out there even more!" 

That's so Lil Wayne. 

www.myspace.com/afrikanboy 
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TOUMANI DIABATE 



The Mande Variations is the beautiful 
new solo album from Africa's most 
brilliant instrumentalist. 



"All you have to do 
is decide if you can 
believe your ears." 

MOJO **** 

"The musicianship 
is pretty stunning... 
fingers pluck out such 
complex clusters, 
sometimes at the speed 
of rain..." 
Plan B 



Toumani 
Diabatf 





On Boulevard de Independence, 

Toumani performs with his super-charged 
traditional-meets-modern dance band, 
the Symmetric Orchestra. 



'A record of mysterious 
beauty and grandeur 
and as funky as hell." 

Observer ***** 

'The Jimi Hendrixof 
the kora..." 

MOJO **** 



In the Heart of the Moon is an inspired 
all acoustic GRAMMY winning duets album 
with the legendary Ali FarkaToure. 



"A treasure trove of 
spine tingling moments." 

MOJO **** 

(50 best albums of 2005) 

"Music doesn't get 
much better than this 
inspirational album 
from two of Africa's 
biggest stars." 
Daily Telegraph 

(CD of the Week) 




THE lUG 




www.ninjatune.net vwww.myspace.com/thebug 





There's never been an especially established tradition 
of Anglophilia in American club music.There isn't really 
the need for one. A citizen could hear a lifetime of great 
music and never once venture outside the US borders 
in his listening. Alternatively, he could make like 
Starkey, a Philadelphia producer, DJ and promoter 
who's been popping out records for just under three 
years, and dive Scrooge McDuck-style into the golden 
waters of grime, dubstep and UK garage. Shake it off, 
drench the multifarious bass-heavy styles that already 
surround a Philly rave kid, turn out one of the best 
dance records of the year- Ephemeral Exhibits, his 
debut for the UK's Planet Mu label. 

" Hearing grime for the first time definitely had 
an influence on my production style," says Starkey, 
who also makes classical compositions under his given 
name of Paul Geissinger. "The raw energy in those 
riddims is what really did it for me." 

As Ephemeral Exhibits horsewhips your pleasure 
centres, this makes a lot of sense: these 1 2 tracks are 
eminently raveable reimaginings of grime, driven 
through filter house, Detroit and Chicago booty tracks 

' I want to be with the 
people that don't care 
about genres' 

and icyTimbalandisms. Chiefly instrumental, it feels 
designed for MCs to chat atop. 

"The album came together pretty quickly," Starkey 
admits. "I'm planning on doing some collabs for the 
next album though, definitely. Hip-hop is dance music 
in Philly and vocals are a big part of that." 

Prior to this album, Starkey had evolved into his 
niche via assorted product on small electronic imprints, 
including his own Slit Jockey and the Seclusiasis 
collective, which has released three volumes of his 
(in conjunction with his pal Dev79) absurdly fun Street 
Bass Anthems mix CDs. Disc-bound versions of the 
Street Bass parties thrown by the pair since 2004, it's 
here that you get a proper handle on our man's innate 
populism: modernist rap smashes, grime, Baltimore 



"It was a take on all of these urban underground 
musics that were going on around the globe. We came 
up with the concept of street bass as this mixture of 
music which had a strong vocal element and reflected 
the direction our production was going in. The music 
on the discs varies from 80 to 1 1 to 1 40 BPM, dirty 
south to hyphy to bassline. 

"I think there will be more blurring between genres 
by those pushing sounds forward; I want to be with the 
people that don't care about genres. People like Rustie, 
Joker, Jamie Vex'd, Darkstar, Raffertie..." Only modesty 
ought to prevent Starkey requesting his own company. 

www.myspace.com/starkey 




action beat 

Words: Hayley Avron 

"Action Beat serve up well-trained noise, boxer 
shorts, ding film and a larger glimpse of testicle than 
I'm accustomed to at this hour. " (Chinchillafest 
review, Plan B, April 2007) 

Oligarchs of the Bletchley DIY scene, Action Beat 
are a many-headed beast; as few as five or as many 
as fourteen, romping about stages while trouncing 
man and machine along the way. They are wholly 
improvised, an unholy alliance of multiple 
drummers, bare-chested strutters with guitars slung 
across their chests and a decent dose of humour 
greasing it all up. Don McLean (guitar) grasps the 
record from across the Channel and sets it straight: 



'Extremely loud and 
powerful - obnoxious, 
even' 



What influence does your surroundings 
(ie Bletchley) have on your music? 

"It has an influence on our attitude. . .we made 
a scene out of nothing and booked over 1 00 shows 
for bands from all over the world. So, we're proud 
of what we've accomplished in Bletchley -but 
we're not in love with the place. " 

Have any scenes outside of Bletchley 
embraced you? 

"We are great friends with a bunch of 
bands from Leeds: Bilge Pump, Cowtown, 
Quack Quack and CHOPS. It's a scene that's 
really influenced the way we go about putting 
on shows at home. The Basque country in Spain 
contains a few towns which are absolutely 
obsessed with punk rock - and Action Beat! 
Whoop!" 



You describe yourselves as 'a noise band 
from Bletchley' but when I watch you play, 
lthink...rock'n'roll.Therejusthappenstobe 
a huge bunch of you doing it all at once. 

"Yeah, we're definitely a rock band. We all still 
listen to Nirvana and Black Sabbath - amazing 
music! We always set about to rag the shit out of 
our guitars and create a deafening wall of sound, 
which is backed by very rhythmical - almost tribal - 
drum beats. We like creating good songs and 
allowing the audience to participate. " 

What effect do your gigs have on people? 

"They're always extremely loud and powerful - 
obnoxious, even. Playing with three drummers, 
destroying amplifiers. . .we always seem to have 
a positive effect on people. It's rare someone will 
tell us that they hated it. We'll drive for 1 hours - 
and play very energetically for 20 minutes. Fartoo 
many bands play shit music for over an hour. Of 
course that has a negative effect on the crowd. " 

From the outside looking in. Action Beat 
seem unabashedly masculine, down to the 
cock'n'balls AB logo on your CDs. Is there an 
inner female in Action Beat just waiting to 
make herself known? 

"It's not a cock and balls! It's an A and B joined 
together! That's just your filthy mind. We are a 
bunch of friends from a small town called Bletchley. 
It could seem chauvinistic. It's not - and we're 
definitely not sexist. We just don't have many 
female friends. . . not out of choice. We have a girl 
playing drums for us and she sang on our new 
recording. If any women want to play with us, all 
they have to do is ask." 

Do you feel any pressure to live up to the 
expectations of signing to Southern Records? 

"We're not under any pressure because we play 
in a band for the love of it, not the potential success 
it could bring." 

What scares you? 

" Reality. That nine-to-five reality most people 
deal with. Why would you do that to yourself? " 

www.myspace.com/actionbeat 
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LOS CAMPESINOS! 

HOLD ON NOW, YOUNGSTER... 

"One of the freshest, most invigorating 
releases of 2008" 
Best albums of 2008 THE FLY **** 

"An enthralling debut" 
OBSERVER MUSIC MONTHLY **** 
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S NOW: EUROS CHILDS CHEER GONE - GREG WEEKS THE HIVE - HER SPACE HOLIDAY XOXO 
PANDA AND THE NEW KID REVIVAL - LOS CAMPESINOS! WE ARE BEAUTIFUL, WE ARE DOOMED 
LOWERS THINK - PETER MOREN THE LAST TYCOON - SMD SAMPLE AND HOLD: ADSR REMIXED 



THE BRONX -FIRST AID KIT 
MARIACHI EL BRONX - PETER, BJORN AND JOHN - SKY LARKIN 



WWW.WICHITA-RECORDINGS.COM 
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the void 



ways^mak-e it 

Notes on a beermat from the Shred Yr Face! Tour, 
courtesy of Los Campesinos! and No Age 



Words: Gareth Campesinos! and Dean Spunt 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



Brighton 

I wake on Brighton promenade. The sea and the sky 
are the exact same shade of grey, and stood on the 
beach I feel like I'm at the edge of the world. Exactly 
the sort of imagery that would complement my 
maudlin demeanour, were it not for the fact that 
I'm flanked by crazy golf courses. Isn't this where 
Ann Quin walked into the sea? Brighton has the 
most choice for vegan food within the smallest 
walking distance I've ever experienced. Our friend 
Jason shows us the sights. He's started dressing like 
Michael Jackson. No Age and Times New Viking 
arrive late afternoon and the atmosphere is great - 
they seem excited to be here. (GC!) 

We wake up early as all hell to get packed and 
get to LAX on time, since we are usually late. From 
LAX, to Dublin, to London, then we grab our bags 
and get a coach to Brighton. Randy almost gets hit 
by a bus trying to load up our stuff. As soon as we 
get to the venue, someone reminds us about an 
in-store at Resident. Of course we forgot, and we 
haven't got any gear arranged for it, so we rush over 
to the record store with a borrowed guitar amp and 
play some drumless versions of No Age songs to a 
packed store. I enjoy it a lot and we get back just in 
time to jump around for Times New Viking! We play 
after and it's awesome -we are very tired from all 
the non-stop running around and flying, but it was 
great fun. Los Campesinos! kill it and we do some 
major hanging. (DS) 

Liverpool 

The whole crew wake up and me and Adam from 
Times New Viking head to Marks & Spencer for 
some grub. Hummus and soy bean salad. Then I go 





into town to buy a new mixer. The second store we 
went to had the exact one I use, which is awesome 
because I always have to special order it at home. 
These ladies named the Fuel Girls are performing 
after us. They're sort of a cabaret/screamo sexy 
dance troupe, who spray alcohol and milk all over 
themselves and the audience while wearing only 
bikini bottoms and black electrical tape Xs over their 



Isn't this where Ann 
Quin walked into the 
sea? 



nipples, while dancing to 
the worst music I have ever 
heard, ever. (DS) 
It's the 10-year 
anniversary of Kenickie 
breaking up today. (GC!) 

Leeds 

I like Leeds. The Irish Centre 
is basically a working men's 
club and it has a hurling 
pitch for a back garden. We 
take the opportunity to get 
Times New Viking addicted 
to UK daytime TV. 
Particularly popular is 
Britain's Favourite Dish and 
Hollyoaks. Some of us cross 
the dual carriageway to the 
pet store. (GC!) 

No puppies, but we did 
find some really rare species 
of frog and a parrot that 
spoke in this weird Cockney 
accent. The show is super 
fun, and during Los 



Campesinos! 's set we all go on stage and act 
like morons. Randy runs around with Ollie on his 
shoulders. It's the first of many nights of that. (DS) 

Dublin 

I have an incredibly hard time sleeping on the bus 
when it is moving. The trick is to get to sleep before 
it leaves, which is hard because it is usually only 
a few hours after the show, and you're all amped 
from playing. We had to be up extra early to take 
the ferry over to Ireland (we are not allowed to stay 
in the bus in case it sinks). (DS) 

I am sorry Dublin. I am too drunk, I don't 
remember much except for the really scary family 
band playing Celtic music on the high street. They 
look like a cult. (GC!) 

Glasgow 

I feel a little worse for wear this morning, so on 
embarking the ferry from Belfast I find somewhere 
to lay down, and zip my parka way over my head. 
The Art School is a slight anti-climax. I guess that 
being home to art students, I expected it to be 
pretty-looking, rather than just a horrible black box. 
Surely somebody could do some finger-paints or 
something? Adam from Times New Viking studied 
here, so is happy to be back. (GC!) 

lam really excited for the show. I like art schools. 
Randy and I get hungry and walk to the famous 
vegan restaurant and record store Mono. Good 
show. Randy stuck his guitar in the rafters during 
the last song and was sort of whipping it with the 
cable, and then it fell and broke the headstock right 
off. Luckily nobody got hit, but it was very 
impressive to see. (DS) 

London 

Awesome day. All three bands play instores. Neil 
and I wander around Brick Lane with pals and warm 
beer. I keep thinking I recognise people, but then 
I remember this one time I read Wee magazine. 
Afterwards about 20 of us descend upon an Indian 
restaurant. There's one with loads of pictures of 
Princess Di (RIP) on the wall apparently, but we don't 
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playlist: mumdance 

Words: Jack Adams 

Illustration: Adrian Fleet 

Perfect yr best family party-moves to the new sounds in 
funky, courtesy of London DJ/producer Mumdance 



go to that one. The restaurant has Sky TV and is showing some Spanish football 
as well. IT JUST GETS BETTER. By 1 1pm we're in a pub and I've got drunk far too 
quickly, so head back to my friend Stacey's house to sleep on her sofa and use up 
her internet. (GC!) 

We played at the record store, it was sick! They made limited shirts, which 
is always rad. Times New Viking shredded a vintage clothing store, and Los 
Campesinos! played Rough Trade. All epic! (DS) 

London II 

Spend morning watching everything ITV has to offer. Then head off to ITN 
to do some interview for their website or something. Really rubbish. I'm always 
sceptical of London gigs, but tonight shames me as all three bands get a brilliant 
reaction. Electric Ballroom is sold out, and I wonder how on earth we got 
ourselves into a situation like this. (GC!) 

OMG! What a show! Nutty that it sold out! We did, uh, I think six interviews 
in a row -that was pretty impressive I thought. Afterwards, Upset The Rhythm 
throw a free party for us at Bar Vinyl and we play unannounced. Hands down 
the best London show I have ever played or been a part of - absolutely raw and 
incredible. UTR holds it down, they are the raddest thing ever! Oh, after like four 
songs we were told the crowd had to stop jumping up and down otherwise the 
floor was going to collapse. GO UTR! (DS) 

Bristol 

Kind of a hometown gig for three of LC ! . Fleece is a horrible venue, and even 
memories of Gravy Train! !!!'sJunx gyrating on one of its many view-hindering 
poles in front of my face isn't enough for me to think of it fondly. (GC!) 
I threw up in my mouth while playing drums. That was disgusting. (DS) 

Manchester 

Oh, Manchester. What a great, dreary city. This is the last show of the tour, so 
it's a pretty sad day right off the bat. Times New Viking play the best set of the 
tour that night, then we go on. I give a kid a free shirt for crowd surfing. We 
all went on stage for a last hurrah and jam a bit on the last song. I played 
keyboard. I have no idea how to play keyboard. It was perfect. (DS) 

Last night blues. Signs of cabin fever showing. Hearty debate on 'the best 
way to hide arousal when wearing tracksuit bottoms'. Boys on tour! There are 
four gigs going on in this building tonight. Perhaps most notably, the Brand 
New Heavies are playing. Dr Chris off of This Morning is there and I walk past 
him in the toilets. Our set culminates with all three bands onstage and Ollie on 
Randy's shoulders. Plans for a 1 2-person cover version of George Harrison's 
'Got My Mind Set On You' never come to fruition. No Age have to leave early, 
and I make an ill-advised dash across town in an attempt at romance. Failure, 
but I'll probably get a song out of it at some point. Los Campesinos! 4 No Age 4 
TNV4Lyf.(GC!) 



Kyla 

Do You Mind (Crazy Cousinz remix) 

This was the biggest funky track of the 
summer. A lot of people have been missing 
out on the new wave coming out of London 
at the moment, dismissing it as beige 
music you might hear in a ropey Croydon 
wine bar. While there is definitely some 
truth in that, there are also some real 
gems that have been coming out lately 
and I am excited to see how the scene 
finds its feet. If you arefeeling this track, 
see also 'Bongo Jam' by Crazy Couzins. 
'African Warrior' and 'Devil In A Blue Dress' 
byDoneo. 

Radioclit 

Secousse (Mumdance remix) 

Radioclit are GREAT. 'Secousse' is the 
name of their tropical themed club night in 
Notting Hill, and also roughly translates as 
'Shake your ass'. This is the single they did 
to promote the party and it sums up exactly 
how the night melds different cultures 
together to create something entirely new. 
The original Secousse has an African-derived 
rhythm featuring a mbira, so for my remix 
I decided to cut it to bits and take it to 
another continent, giving it a more Japanese 
sound by adding loads of bass and a big 
Taiko drum ensemble in there. 

Silverlink ft Jammer and 
Badness 

The Message Is Love 

This is a carnival classic in the making and, 
again, was a big tune for me this summer. 
Silverlink just came in from nowhere with 
a Soca track pushing 1 60BPM and blew 
everyone out the water! I think it's nice 
that people are looking a bit further afield 
for their musical influence these days - and 
as an old jungle head it's a welcome return 
to hear the music getting faster. 



Buraka Som Systema 

Urn Milhao 

A Kuduro interpretation of 'Lil Wayne's A 
Milli' - and it's HUGE. No one can make their 
drums sound like Buraka (I've tried for hours) 
and I think their music is unique - they sit at 
about 1 45BPM which really makes a 
difference to the way people move on the 



No-one can 
make their 
drums sound 
like Buraka 



dance floor. I think Kuduro is another very 
exciting area of music that will continue to 
make a big impact over the coming year. 

El Guincho 

Kalise (Mumdance remix ft Jammer) 

I'm sure you're all familiar with El Guincho 
by now. He comes from Barcelona and 
makes really great, hypnotic, tropical music. 
The idea with this remix was to stamp my 
own interpretation of funky on it, while 
still keeping things grimy and dancefloor 
orientated. For the bass line I used a 
synthesised mbira and trumpet samples 
(imagine [DJ Zinc's] '138'Trek dropped 
in a vat of Lilt) then I got the lyrics of the 
track translated from Spanish, so Jammer 
is talking about the correct subject matter. 
From road testing, I think it's going to be a 
real Marmite track, but I'm pleased with it 
though. Coming soon!. 

Mumdance holds it down with 
the capital's new regional/bass/ 
funky sounds, 
www. myspace. com/mumdance 
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"YOU CAN TAKE THIS MY WAY, OR YOU 

CAN TAKE THIS MY WAY" 

- lyric from debut single 'Blood Of A Dove' 

'Blood Of A Dove' doesn't sound like 
your stereotypical noughties record; it's a 
spiteful piece of intimidatory scratchy brick- 
smashing sinewy rock. No synths, no lost in 
twinkle-dust reverie, no cross pollination - 
unless you count the horse tranquilisers 
and ale, that is. 

Even though they're only two singles 
deep into their discography, Kong are 
already accumulating weighty comparisons. 
They have the kind of screwdriver-in-the-ear 
treble normally associated with knife- 
sharpening producer Steve Albini. "Yeah, 
it's cool," agrees interviewee guitarist Jon- 
Lee aka Magpie. "He makes good records 
and has taken years to get that sound. 
We pretty much nailed it in two days." 

There's definitely a thick swollen splinter 
of the Jesus Lizard/Scratch Acid attitude 
within the Manchester-based band. "All our 
songs are derived from an improvisation. 
Lulu (bass/vocals), Krem (drums) and I don't 
talk to each other; we just play. Then we 
rediscover the recordings weeks or months 
later and tie them all up. The only time we 
actually improvise live is if we fuck up 
or break something." 

Scrawled somewhere between threats, 
confessions and dirty protests, Kong's lyrics 
are on a head-wrecking par with their look. 
Their penchant for masks comes from a 
place that's more Mr Hyde than it is Slipknot 
theatrics. "Put it this way: if I was wearing 
my mask to answer these questions my 
laptop would be in bits on the floor," 
explains Magpie. "...It drags a nasty little 
fucker out of me". 

They've gone through a selection of 
facewear: "Wrapping our heads in tin foil 
was probably the worst idea -feels like 
you're baking a hairy spud." As such, recent 
performances seems to have settled on the 
freaky transparent plastic variety. Combined 
with their all-red dress code, they wind up 
looking like Arkham Asylum's house band. 

So are Kong concerned at how their 
image might threaten their content? "There 
has never been a plan with this band. No 
scheme at all. We have no manager, no 
pluggers- nothing. This stuff is happening 
with word of mouth. And if a freaky mask 
and tight red smalls makes people stand and 
listen -it's all good". 

www.myspace.com/kongdom 



kamerakino 

Words: Abi Bliss 

"Munich is the youngest million-plus metropolis in 
Europe - but the people there are rather old. 
Which is quite strange", writes Federico Sanchez - 
or Piko B, as he's known when channelling a more 
lugubrious Spanish-via-German arthouse version of 
Fred Schneider at the front of Kamerakino. 
" I wanted a connection between the aesthetic of 
our music and our daily life in Munich, something 
as real as a cante jondo is for a flamenco singer, or 
as a chanson might have been for Jacques Brel." 

If Fedi's emails are anything to judge by, the 
reason a band like Kamerakino can emerge from a 
place better known for Fassbinder and Herzog than 
Situationist-inspired cabaret-punk must be because 



'I adore Freaks. 
I detest circus' 



the city's entire quota of complex and random 
events have attached themselves to these six 
people. Take this (highly) condensed version of Fedi's 
explanation for how they got together, and imagine 
it as a song: "Jazzy ska band called Lord Innocenti... 
went to London in search for adventures. . .hysterical 
waitresses. . .Gaz Mayall of The Trojans invited us to 
have some smoke in his flat. . . returned to Munich . . . 
half of the group formed a reggae band, the other 
three of us wanted to search for unknown 
pleasures. . . met a crazy Turk called Erol . . . New Year's 
Day 2000. . .awoke next morning with the name of 
the band in my mind. ..Kamerakino." 

Nick McCarthy passed through on his way 
between jazz school and Franz Ferdinand, recruiting 
Russian bassist Pollyester as his replacement. 
Other members impressed with their fancy 



footwork: "There was this gang coming to our 
shows", Fedi explains. "Like breakdancers, they 
always seemed to have new moves. It was love at 
first sight, and we suggested finding the music to 
their moves, not the other way round. " 

Unfortunately, Madame Serendipity must have 
glanced away when the band were trying to finish 
their latest album, Munich Me Mata, recorded in 
two halves over winter 2005 and summer 2006. 
"When we did [first album] Paradiso we were anti- 
rockist, and it was more like a piece of art for us, 
a baroque fresco. We wanted this to be easier. 
Catchy songs and less disturbing elements. . .then it 
became much more complicated and, as we had no 
budget, we were quite frustrated. " 

" Every one of us had to go doing jobs, some of 
them very hard. Erol became completely mad and 
wenttoa lunatic asylum," Fedi says. "The album 
title - Munich Kills Me - refers to the difficulties we 
had, but it's also a quotation. It deals with the spirit 
of the 'Movida', that fresh punk and art scene of the 
early Eighties in Madrid." 

As you might guess from a band who cheerily 
stuck the 'Finger Of Love' in our ears this summer, 
Kamerakino like a bit of Felix Kubin-style Dada 
wrongness. But only the right sort. "Cabaret was 
like a parallel universe. It was good as long as it 
examined conventions and taboos and abolished 
them, temporarily at least. But when it becomes 
showbusiness, it's part of the 'spectacle'. I adore 
Freaks, the movie by Tod Browning, for the same 
reason The Ramones adored it. But I detest circus 
in all its varieties." 

After letting The Shoes remix their next single, 
'Phony Call', and working on theirthird album, Fedi 
is off in search of a little more chaos. "I'm gonna 
spend some winter weeks in Morocco, writing 
hopefully. The youth there is uprising now, and 
breaking with their society's harsh traditions. 
It's gonna become interesting, maybe even the 
next hot spot. And maybe we're gonna start 
dancing again." 

www.myspace.com/kamerakino 
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the void 



guided tour: pit er pat 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Melanie Schiff 

Plan B digs for far-out methodology 
behind beyond-Chicago trio's 
totemic third record; positive, 
light and flighty/mighty 






No real time for introductions: Fay Davis-Jeffers, 
Rob Doran and Butchy Fuego have got too much to 
say. They're suffused with philosophy and infective 
invective -just like the itchy, heat-worn music on 
new album, High Time, all frayed and hung with 
suspicious bells. Zoom right in, right now. 

Sun In Capricorn, Moon In Aries; Year 4:20 
[11:11 Chicago Time] 

Fay: "This was built around a tambourine sample, 
and so had an immediate ritualistic energy. Like 
a summons." 

Butchy: "The song's title is the exact date of the 
winter solstice of 201 2, according to the Thelemic 
Calendar. This also correlates with the end of the 
Mayan Calendar. It is the supposed time when 
a new era will be in full effect." 

Omen 

Fay: "This is about a loss of spirituality- of 
connectedness with the earth. 

"'Promises can't be broken' refers specifically 
to promises made to the Native Americans that 
were continually broken. I feel like it's an ongoing 
tragedy that Americans don't recognise, the 
genocide of the Native Americans. It disgusts 
and depresses me. But there are current reflections 
of this still happening -George Bush bringing 
'democracy' to the rest of the world when our own 
country is becoming less and less democratic. What 
is he really trying to bring to the world? 

"The white buffalo is a very rare birth. Native 
people used to (and still do) travel great distances 
to pray to the white buffalo and look out for his 
survival. There were two born in recent years, both 
to a farm in the Midwest. They both died. This was 
seen as a very bad omen. 

"Musically, we wanted the song to be groovy 
and sexy and slow, almost like Motown or 
Jackie Mittoo." 

My Darkers 

Butchy: "This just means 'sunglasses'..." 

Trod-a-long 

Butchy: "Here's our attempt at making a dancehall 
track, although it ends up sounding more like us 
than the style we're emulating. I have always liked 
it when music from different cultures swaps ideas 
back and forth until it's hard to tell where 
something is coming from - like when bands from 
Senegal play Cuban Jazz. This is, of course, how all 
styles of music are born. 

"Lyrically, it's about the philosophy of life 
called Thelema, which states 'Do what thou wilt'. 
Aleister Crowley founded a religion of the same 
name in 1 904, including ideas from yoga, 
occultism, and both Eastern and Western 
mysticism. In it, he declared that a new aeon, 
or era, was shifting humanity's consciousness 
to a heightened state of awareness where all 
of our conceptions of right and wrong were no 
longer relevant, and that to be a model citizen 
within this new era the best thing you could 
do is to follow your true will. That's basically 
the gist of it!" 




'A new era will be in 
full effect' 



Evacuation Days 

Fay: "We were driving east through west Texas. 
We kept passing trucks in little groups, SUVs 
loaded to the brim. It was a shabby scene. 
There were so many of them it seemed like an 
evacuation. I thought of our throwaway culture 
and remembered a story a friend told me. He said 



a new planet had been discovered. It appears 
to have water and therefore an atmosphere we 
humans could breathe in. It's much biggerthan 
Earth. He related it to a young person's first 
apartment: they trash it, then they're like, should 
I clean it up? Nah, I'll just get a new one. It's what 
we've done to our whole planet. 

"Also, there is the post-apocalyptic-disaster- 
evacuation. That idea is very exciting to me, 
actually, because I think we would do pretty well in 
that situation. Maybe because we have nothing to 
lose. We're used to being scrappers and making 
something out of nothing. I have a friend that says 
we will just need a bicycle and a gun. I don't know 
about the gun part, we'll see." 

www.piterpat.com 
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THE LEAF LABEL 2008 






ESSIE JAIN 

THE INBETWEEN 



CD & DIGITAL 
ESSIEJAIN.COM 



"FREQUENTLY TAKES YOUR 
BREATH AWAY" TIME OUT •**• 



ALSO: 

WE MADE THIS OURSELVES 

CD & DIGITAL 



VOLCANO! 
PAPERWORK 

CD & DIGITAL 
VOLCANOISABAND.COM 

"FEVERISHLY ENERGETIC AND 
DAZZLINGLY INVENTIVE POR- 
BY TURNS PLAYFUL, IMPASSIONED 
AND INTELLIGENT" UNCUT *••• 

ALSO: 

AFRICA JUST WANTS TO HAVE FUN 

LIMITED 7" & DIGITAL 



WILDBIRDS & PEACEDRUMS 
HEARTCORE 

CD, LIMITED LP & DIGITAL 
WILDBIRDSANDPEACEDRUMS.COM 

"A HEADY BREW OF PAGAN BLUES, 
SPIRITUAL POP AND ECSTATIC SOUL 
MUSIC... SOMETHING TO BE 
TREASURED" OMM •••* 

2009: 

THE SNAKE 



MURCOF 

THE VERSAILLES SESSIONS 



CD, LIMITED 2LP & DIGITAL 
MURCOF.COM 



"AN ABSOLUTE PLEASURE" 
THE WIRE 



2009: 
OCEANO 



VISIT OUR NEW ONLINE SHOP FOR 
GREAT PRICES AND FINE SERVICE. 
MOST RELEASES AVAILABLE ON 
CD, VINYL, MP3 AND FLAC 

THELEAFLABEL.COM/SHOP 
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what i meant to say: the bronx 

Words: Stevie Chick 



Plan B's latest lyrical exploration goes inside LA 
rock dude Matt Caughtran's stolen police uniform 



So - where do you find inspiration for 
your lyrics? 

"I used to go looking for inspiration, like 
I'd go to the emergency room, and hang out 
in bars, waiting for strange stuff to happen, 
stuff to write about. I don't have to any more, 
though. I've learned to appreciate that life is 
happening all around me-l just have to take 
it all in. Like 'White Guilt', that derives from my 
first encounter with a, uh, lady of the night. 
Another search for inspiration that ended 
badly.. .and also, it's about these people who 
just want to sleep with someone famous, to 
make themselves feel better: hollow LA people 
who gave up on themselves a long time ago, 
and need to use someone else to distract 
themselves from themselves." 

You have a way with swear words; 
I'm thinking specifically of "You selfish 
cunt/You've got some explaining to do" 
from 'Three Dead Sisters', and 
"Motherfucker/1 want your blood", 
the chorus to 'History's Stranglers'. 

"It's rock'n'roll, it's punk music: you're 
supposed to cuss, you're supposed to have 
a good time. It's weird... I never noticed how 
much I cussed in my lyrics until I had to go 
through all thesongson ouralbumforthe 
Parental Advisory board. I'm like, oh man, 
there's cuss words all over this thing! But that's 
the way it should be. If it doesn't have a PRMC 
sticker, it's not a rock'n'roll record." 

Who are your favourite lyricists? 

"I was super-inspired by early Eighties LA 
punk- people like Darby Crash and Exene 



Cervenka: the 'therapeutic' 

writing style, getting it all out. 

The honesty and the truth of 

what you're saying is more 
ide LA importantthan the actual 

words you choose. A lot of 
- uniform people say 'fuck', but it sounds 

like bullshit when Sting says it; 

if a 1 5 year-old kid is screaming 
it into a microphone, all of a sudden it sounds 
'real'. Punk music really got me, because every 
one has something that pisses them off. 
Like, dude, it's alright: get it out, scream 
about it. I keep finding more and more things 
to scream about..." 

Are there any lyrical misconceptions 
that you'd like to clear up? 



mom loves m 



"I'm not really aware of any misconceptions. 
I want people to know that anything that 
comes out of me comes from an honest place, 
and that I would never fake anything. I don't 
wanna scream forthe sake of screaming." 

What's been the most interesting thing 
a friend or family member has said about 
your lyrics? 

"You know what's surprising is, my mom 
loves my lyrics. She knows them all, and it's kind 
of scary [laughs]. There's a lot of personal stuff 
in there that she didn't know about. I have 
a great relationship with my mom - she loves 
me for who I am - but I never thought, when 
I was singing songs about "selfish cunts" and 
screaming about how much I fucking hate God, 
about my family reading the lyric sheet and 



perhaps thinking, 'Wow, Matt's pretty fucked 
up' [laughs]. But, surprisingly, everyone's been 
really cool about it, and that means a lot, 
because I'm real close to my family." 

Are there any themes that you've 
noticed recurring in your lyrics? 

"As much as it drives me crazy, there's 
a lot of negativity in my lyrics. I think it comes 
out of being a punk kid and living the life 
I've lived; writing was about rebellion and 
therapy, you know? And I still use writing 
that way, to talk about the things that I wish 
I could change, that are weighing me down, 
the things I can't really talk aboutto anybody 
else. A lot of times, that comes off as negative, 
and I wish I could be more of a positive person 
when I'm writing. But I don't wanna write 
positively just for the sake of writing 
something, I hate singers who are always 
trying to save the world and writing about 
a better place. They seem to have no concept 
of reality." 

Is there any lyric that you're 
particularly proud of? 

"I'm really proud of 'Ocean Of Class', and 
'Notice Of Eviction' from the first album. 
Songs where I'm stretching my wings a little, 
opening up as a writer. It's hard to take that 
first step outside of your comfort zone, 
creatively. I don't wanna just sing about how 
fucked up I am. The only way to do that is to 
keep writing, and writing, and not be afraid 
to write something that sucks. Put your mind 
in different places." 

Do you think you'll ever be able to 
top the hookline to 'White Tar', "We got 
cancer/Looking for the answer"! 

"That was an awesome moment. The second 
song The Bronx ever recorded, and we came up 
with it in the studio. I'm not an 'educated' 
writer, and I do enjoy simple rhymes like that, 
I really do." 

www.myspace.com/thebronx 
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LIVE ALBUM 
DOCUMENTARY BY ROMAIN GAVRAS. SOME & JUSTICE 



INCLUDES THE ANTHEMS 
'WE ARE YOUR FRIENDS' + 
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'NIGHTS OUT' 
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"Heavy as hell" 

Dazed & Confused 

.enough groove to break 
vour nose" 
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the void 



when we meet 

Words: Frances Morgan and kicking_k 

This month's new stuff is even 
newer than the last 



Black Sun 

Glasgow's darkest are doing good since we last 
checked, with a Roadburn appearance booked for 
next April, a year full of fine reviews and latest 
release Paralyser out on At War With False Noise. 
Their pared-down doom goes some way to fill the 
festering hole left by Khanate, but a double vocal 
attack is the focus here, with Russell McEwan and 
Kevin Hare conversing in blood-gargles and rusty 
roars over curtailed riffing and zombie march drums. 
www.myspace.com/legionofblacksun 

Gentle Friendly 

This fruitful twosome have a tendency toward 
antique keys, contemporary screeches and a rhythm 
track modelled on pleasure spasms. In short, 
kaleidoscopic claustrophonics, and if you need us 
to explain that to you, well, we can no more do that 
than a hen its egg or- we expect-the amiable 
softies otherwise known as (see above) could their 
nocturnal caterwauling. Fun is all we know. 
www.myspace.com/gentlefriendly 

High Mountain Tempel 

Heads from California and beyond get busy with 
Hesse refs and analogue synthesis, with a new 
release purporting to be a sonic realisation of The 
Glass Bead Game. Moog Voyager, a couple of Korg 
models and DSI are layered in truly wyrd-ass style, 
augmented by vocal samples, processed guitar and 
- it says here - 'Eldritch Vapors'. Those fearing an 
indulgent dronefest will be pleasantly surprised by 
cerebral, alien synth dialogues that are more Ghost 
Box, Kluster and Delia Derbyshire than stoner jam, 
even taking into account sporadic chanting. 
www.highmountaintempel.com 

Julia Holter 

As featured on the third 4 Women No Cry 
compilation -female musicians coming up and over 
from four different countries - most recently Brazil, 
Greece, Columbia and... USA, which is where Holter 
hangs out, constructing inner chamber music from 
a gaggle of hardly-recognisable sounds. Kind of 
comparable to part-digested and highly-processed 
food. Put another way: I can puke a rainbow. 
www.myspace.com/juliaholter 

Rainbow Arabia 

The latest inheritors of the neo-ethno sound weave 
Arabic steez straight out of high-contrast Los 
Angeles shadow and into the midst of a golden run 
of disparate releases from Merok. Synths and live 
percussion are marshalled adroitly-and pointedly- 





As variegated as close- 
ups on biosystems 




P 



i 



I 



Ribbons 

AKA Jherek Bischoff, who's done time in The 
Dead Science, Xiu Xiu and Paranthetical Girls 
but now goes solo 'cause sometimes it's 
scary/fun to do so. What follows include 
arrangements as variegated as close-ups on 
biosystems; widescreen orchestrations, oohs 
that float free of bramblicious picked 
strings, nervous emotions, neurotic patterns. 
www.myspace.com/ribbonsband 



Lia Ices 

Brooklyn postcode, achey post-Newsom voice, chord- 
heavy piano, model cheekbones, raised-on-commune 
name and a song about a medicine wheel. ..you'd be 
forgiven a moment's suspicion of Lia Ices. But her debut 
album is quiet, hopeful magic, like winter afternoons 
when the housemates are out, the noise jam is over and 
it's just you and the piano and the gathering dark. On 
Necima, released by on-trend NYC label Rare Book Room 
Records, we find Ices eschewing American Apparel 
mysticism in favour of earthy, elliptical songwriting that 
yr boyfriend will totally Not Get. www.liaices.com 



fast forward; it's not so much contemplative 
haze as spiralling dance-off, and all the better 
for the energy transfer. 
www.myspace.com/rainbowarabia 

The Sontaran Experiment 

Named after a 1 975 Dr Who episode, and self- 
deprecating in the best British doom way, The 
Sontaran Experiment's new self-titled album is 
pretty fucking dark, actually, and a successful noise/ 
metal synthesis along the lines of Chicago's Buried 
At Sea. Stealthily paced and unforgiving on the 
build-ups and dynamics, it demands to be listened 
to as one atmospheric, bloody-minded whole, 
as mainman Paul Catten's netherworldly ambient 
interludes battle with blastbeats, screams and 
guttural riffing. Catten's power electronics project, 
thefun-to-GoogleStuntcock, is enjoyably filthy 
evidence of his noise chops, should you need any 
more.www.myspace.com/thesontaranexperiment 

Tayside Mental Health 

"You have a beautiful soul for opening this 
envelope," write the interminable kissyfaces over 
atTMH before braining the unwitting listener with 
what sounds like a manbig cockroach committing 
seppuku with a rusty girder amidst the bloodcrust of 
an abattoir floor. Their split with the tear-inducing 
Eyes (of Illinois) is the absolute perfect soundtrack 
for dinner parties in which you are doing some 
recreational poisoning. 
www.myspace.com/taysidementalhealth 

Thisquietarmy 

Polish label Foreshadow -previous form includes 
Nadja and sepulchral experimentalists Blinddead - 
alerted us to the work of Montreal-based guitarist 
Eric Quach, whose debut album adheres to the 
heavygaze formula (layered, seismic guitars, blizzard 
atmosphere, post-rock melodies, faint programmed 
drums) only so far, spreading its wings into elegant, 
Badlamenti-style soundtrack territory. A follow-up is 
already available, proving that these Canadian 
avant-metallers have a work ethic to match the scale 
of their visions (see also: Nadja'sAidan Baker, here 
providing extra guitar), www.thisquietarmy.com 
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III: this was yr year 

Words: Euan Andrews, Adam Anonymous, Hayley Avron, Daniel Barrow, 
The Corpo, Petra Davis, John Doran, Matt Evans, Noel Gardner, Kieron 
Gillen, Neil Kulkarni, Andrzej Lukowski, Ben Mechen, Frances Morgan, 
Louis Pattison, Ned Raggett, Dan Spicer, Joseph Stannard, Meryl Trussler, 
Robin Wilks 
Illustration: Elliott Elam 



What was yr No 1 most-played 
song of the year? 

'Bright Tomorrow' by Fuck Buttons. It's their 
only recorded song that I'd actually call 
dance music, thus lots'n'lots of evangelism 
potential at social gatherings, as well as 
the usual solitary mind blowing. (AL) 

Any of the following: Wiley, 'Wearing 
My Rolex' (did anyone else feel that Wiley 
having a number two single was more 
weird and awesome than acknowledged?); 
Be Your Own Pet, 'Bitches Leave' ( "I know 
you're lying about how you take it in 
the rear"); The Doubtful Guest, 'Drunky' 
(pogo techno). (NG) 

Envy, 'Tongue Twister', Speech Debelle, 
'Searchin' (to my mind the most incredible 
debut single since Sugarcubes' 'Birthday'), 
Sir Smurf Lil's 'Candlelight', Naledge's 
'Incredible', Cee-Rock's 'Kill The Killing', 
Guilty Simpson's 'Run', LDZ's 'The EP' - just 
too many to get into as ever. . . (NK) 

'Blind' by Hercules and Love Affair. Ant 
Heg was born to do luxuriant disco. (JD) 

'No Air' by Jordin Sparks. Because of 
the halting, oddly accented phrasing, and 
because of that killer first couplet: "If I should 
die before I wake/It's cos you took my 
breath away". Jordin Sparks rules, people 
- she's the new Brandy. (PD) 

Probably 'Combustion' by Meshuggah, 
which takes everything I've always loved 
about metal and sharpens it to an edge 
that could cleave titanium with a 



Title track from Offend Maggie by 
Deerhoof. American Alt Rock finally 
acknowledges its debt to Irish trad. (TC) 

My best guess would be 'Warning' by 
The Bug and Flowdan, an absolute atomic 
blast of a tune. (DB) 

Undoubtedly 'Do You Mind' by Crazy 
Cousinz and Kyla. What do I love about 
this track? The vamping piano groove 
(yeah, groove - let's take that descriptor 
back!), the saucy, coquettish vocal hook, 
the f-word that goes unsaid . . . (BM) 

It's between Roots Manuva's'Buff 
Nuff (one of those basslines that makes 
you do a little dance even if you're sitting 
down) or 'Mercury' by Bloc Party (which 
I wasn't expecting either, frankly) . . . (AA) 

'Sax Rohmer#1 ' by The Mountain 
Goats. I can't really explain it. Drums and 
guitar all quick and terse like cherry-pit 
spitti ng, "Coming home to you/With my 
own blood in my mouth ". It's an irresistible 
little spectacle to have rolling over you 
while train tracks roll under you. . . (MT) 

Probably 'It's Gonna Take A Miracle' 
as sung by Laura Nyro, because this year 
I have mainly been seeking solace in 
comfort-blanket music. (HA) 

If we believe the computer, The 
Indelicates' 'Your Daughters Can Never 
Be Free' was my most played. And while 
I really like its hyper-brittle gloriously 
trad-indie, that can't be right. In which 
case, let's go with These Dancing Day's 
'Hitten', which is at number two. (KG) 



Looking back, if one album will 
define this period for you, 
approximately, it would be... 

Doomsdayer's Holiday by Grails has been 
a pretty effective sonic approximation 
of my outlook on the world for the past 
couple of months, hanging on an 
apocalyptic knife-edge; general unease 
tempered by the fact that there could still 
be time for a second chance. (EA) 

Of Montreal's Skeletal Lamping 
dominated 2008 for me, mostly because it 
was announced at the tail end of last year 



Kevin's blog about not wanting to make 
'art that works'; that staggering ATP 
performance; the announcement of the 
Skeletal Lamping Collection; it weighed on 
me for months before I'd heard it. The fact 
that when it finally turned up it was dubble 
awesome was a nice bonus. (AL) 

The Walls album on Painkiller and the 
Billy Bao album on Parts Unknown. They're 
both pretty horrible. Best just to try to find 
them. Only available on vinyl, which 
helped 'define' my concern that I buy too 
manv records while mv turntable's not 



even working properly. (NG) 

I kept hearing Cut Copy's In Ghost 
ColoursaW summer long, and that it 
soundtracked so many fun nights means 
that it'll bring back those good times when 
I hear it in the future. As for my favourite, 
the Luomo record is looking pretty 
unassailable right now. (RW) 

Juana Molina, UnaDia, East Coast 
Avengers, Prison Planet, Fat Ray and Black 
Milk's The Set Up took me forward and 
OUT of '08.The Oasis, Kings Of Leon and 
Kooks albums are the albums this year 
deserves. (NK) 

Nothing leaps out as overall winner, 
but I've played Imperial Wax Solventby 
The Fall more than any other album. Others 



chez Doran would be Health, No Age, Fuck 
Buttons, RoloTomassi, UFOmammutand 
Flying Lotus. (JD) 

I suppose Abe Vigoda's Skeleton is 
fairly representative of the kind of global 
cultural concerns that DIY music is now 
reflecting, and it's also a kickass post-punk 
record with all the lyrical pretension that 
implies, so... (PD) 

A great year for albums. Secret Chiefs 
3, DeSalvo, Harvey Milk, ASVA, Sparks, 
Mike Patton, Earth, Mogwai, Krallice, 
Melvins, Meshuggah. . .all on heavy 
rotation. But ultimately it has to be Made 
Out of Babies' The Ruiner, an amazing 
work by a band that have previously been 
good-ish, but nowhere near this. (ME) 

Parts And Labor's Receivers. It's been a 
trying year, one way or another, and this 
one's been topping up my oft-depleted 
bravery levels nicely. (JS) 

XiuXiu's Women As Lovers. 
Unbelievably beautiful, resonant, horrific, 
life-affirming, and utterly NOW. The album 
that gave me the greatest dose of pure 
bloody fucking hope this year. Jamie and 
Caralee officially own my heart. (DB) 

Rip It Off, Times New Viking. For the 
hooks - and, God, there are so many of 
them on that album. Perfect to listen to 
with friends. . . hazed out, suburban, good 
times throughout. (BM) 

Probably Oxford Collapse Bits. Will look 
back on 2008 with similar fuzzy, bittersweet 
high-hopes nostalgia. Maybe. (AA) 

Devotion by Beach House. It's so heavy 
itself. Just this thick caramel something 
that melts round sad/besotted moods 
indiscriminately. Killingly romantic, too 
(like my life must be in my head.) Oh, and 
No Age's Nounstoo, if I can include that as 
a ballsier counterweight. (MT) 

Let's go with Los Campesinos!' pair, 
partly because they split into the two 
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periods kinda neatly, partly because I like 
winding up everyone else here. (KG) 

What did you think of 
mainstream music in 2008..? 
(ie chart hits, club bangers and/ 
or less obvious trends...) 

There was a moment when I thought 



Now it's just Girls Aloud, Pink, reality TV 
show winners and some AOR bands. 
If this really is the collapse of the music 
industry you'd think it might be a bit less 
boring -where are the riots, hmm? 
It's puzzling to me that something like 
'LES Artistes' by Santogold didn't swallow 
the mainstream whole. (AL) 

Bassline seems the most consistently 
positive of the underground-to- 
overground genre trajectories - and that 
indistinct post-everything fidget house 
demi-movement that the first-year 
students round here love seems more 
or less worthy of approval. (NG) 

I utterly resent this notion that 
'mainstream' music is 'chart' stuff, 'club' 
stuff. The mainstream right now can be 
most effectively identified as that stuff 
that thinks it's way smarter than it actually 
is (Nickelback/Katy Perry etc). The most 
smarmily mainstream as in utterly 
conventional/unthreatening/pointless 
thinq I heard all vear was the Los 



I quite like this rich Seventies AOR strain 
of music coming through in acts like MGMT; 
I hope that this and the continued influence 
of Eighties electro and the failure of bands 
like Dirty Pretty Things will eventually put an 
end to skiffle/pub rock orientated indie. In 
clubs, the continued rediscovery of electro 
disco, Italo, etc - and how dancefloor- 
friendly dubstep keeps on qettinq. (JD) 



For me, the mainstream now sits firmly 
within guitar music. It's time to elevate 
the weirdness, ambition and perpetual 
innovation of pop, r'n'b and urban over the 
dank stasis in chartable 'indie'. The elegiac 
lost kingdoms on Viva La Vidaare the 
fantasies of an addled misanthropist. 
In summary: fewer overweening milksops, 
please, and more Grace Jones. (PD) 

The Wombats. The epitome of culture 
eating its own arse. (HA) 

There seem to be a lot of posh lad bands 
on their third or fourth albums, now, that 
should really have sat longer in the corner 
to think about what they'd done. (MT) 

I know it's now almost become a music- 
crit cliche to say so, but chart-oriented 
urban music has once again proven itself 
as experimentalism's 'man-on-the-inside' 
when it comes to the mainstream. There's 
been 'Sexual Eruption', 'Disturbia', 'Live 
Your Life', 'Closer', 'Love Lockdown', 
'Single Ladies', and most devastatingly, 
Tha Carter III. And what about 'Wearing My 
Rolex', 'Dance Wiv Me', 'You Wot', Crazy 
Cousinzjinchy Stryder..? (BM) 

What was the live show 
you would pay to see again - 
and why? 

Japanese improvisers Marginal Consort 
playing a truly mesmerising three hour 
set at Glasgow's Instal. As if life itself 
was forming around you, and decaying 
and dying at the same time. Without 
question the best Sunday afternoon of 
my life. (E A) 

Holy Fuck at Primavera. Have never 
even contemplated invading a stage 
before, but 300 or so of us did at 5am - 
'Lovely Allen' was the song. I'd sort of like 
to go back and assess it more objectively - 
it was magnificent but part of me wonders 
if it really happened. (AL) 



Gavin Russom's live set at Matter - 
hypnotic, intense and wonderful. (RW) 

Kamerakino in Nottingham cos they 
were pure joy and I'm v pissed off I ain't 
gonna get to see the Come reunion cos 
they're one of the most underrated bands 
of the last decade-odd. (NK) 

Shit And Shine at ATP because I rocked 
out with true abandon. (JD) 

Diamanda Galas at the Queen 
Elizabeth Hall, because the woman is 
a profligate genius, and exposure to her 
makes the world feel both more generous 
and more dangerous. (PD) 

Harvey Milk at Supersonic.There's 
something utterly sweet and beautiful 
about that band, even at their most 
bludgeoning. (ME) 

Portisheadatthe ~ 

Forum in Barcelona. Teeth- ^3 ■ Ol 

grindingly intense yet also HoQf 

hugely cathartic and life- 
affirm ing. ( J S) 

Kristin Hersh's 
'Paradoxical Undressing'. 
This time around, I would 
refrain from necking a 2CB 
and concentrate on wallowing in Kristin's 
voice and stories. (HA) 

The show that left me most 
gobsmacked this year, was Brian Wilson at 
the Hollywood Bowl, augmented by the LA 
Philharmonic Orchestra. Beach Boys songs, 
a thousand violins and a Fireworks display 
- 1 expect to see something similar at the 
next No Age show... (TC) 

Gonzales at the ICA, the consummate 
entertainer, cruelly and foolishly 
unrecognised in his own time. (LP) 

My Bloody Valentine -again! (NR) 

Supersilent in Kongsberg, Norway. It's 
the only gig of the year where I both cried 
and wore earplugs - double whammy. 
I love them so much. (FM) 



Marginal Consort at Instal. Probably 
the most astonishing improv gig I've 
been to. However, there was also True 
Swamp Neglect's album launch gig at 
The Gander in Bournemouth: a tiny, 
sweaty venue, huge masses of friends 
all crammed in together, the band 
absolutely tearing shit up on the 
stage, the smell of dreams coming 
to fruition. (DB) 

Again, way too many. The Mae Shi 
in Cardiff. Weedeater in Cardiff. Saul 
Williams at All Tomorrow's Parties. 
The first two don't really fit this 
question though as I was involved with 



)st entails losing money, hence paying 

Groove - let's take tha 
descriptor back! 



approximately 2300% more than 
a regular gig-goer for a notional 
'ticket'... (AA) 

Matt And Kim at the Luminaire, now 
I know the songs better and could join in 
the yells. Joanna Newsom at Somerset 
House, with a thicker coat. And, above 
all, Battles, Fuck Buttons and Dirty 
Projectors at the Astoria 2. The lineup 
was just perfection in sour-candy strobe 
light. Didn't see that coming. (MT) 



displacement unit and go back to witness 
myself singing 'Hound Dog' at a beach 
karaoke session in Portugal this summer. 
I would pay particular attention to the 
looks on my children's faces. (DS) 
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in the mix: merok records 

TV On The Radio Family Tree 

"I got this the day it came out. To say I was 
waiting for it is an understatement. The first 
half of the album isbrilliant, and this track- 
stuck in the middle- is my highlight. I'm not 
sure if it's the last song on side one or first 
of side two... God, CDs suck sometimes -but 
at least I don't have to get up and flip the 
record over..." 

Bruce Springsteen Dream Baby Dream 

"I've never really got into The Boss, but 
I love Suicide. I heard that he regularly 
covered them live, and eventually managed 
to get hold of a promo of a Suicide covers 
album that's coming out. This is the first 
song on there. It's so warm - and the lyrics 
so tender. Bruce takes Alan Vega's menace 
out and concentrates on the beauty, the 
wonderfully naive lyrics. It just seems so 
passionately, beautifully simple. A song 
to fall in love with -and for someone to." 

Wavve So Bored 

"Not much to say about this. Reverb- 
drenched punk rock about everyone's 
favorite topic - boredom. It's an almost 
perfect single... I'm gonna buythe seven- 
inch when it comes out- available on his 
MyS pace site." 

ArchM 21st Union 

"Arch M is a friend of a friend of mine, real 
name Corey. I've never really spoken to him, 
I think maybe we're both shy people. Maybe 
I'm just a bit in awe of him..? His guitar work 
is fragmented genius. Anyway, this is my 
favorite song of his - it's instrumental, bar 
a few sun-kissed "aaahs", and sounds like 
a vision of space recorded by Ariel Pink on 
vintage Akai tape-to-tapes." 

Muscleheads Scroggins 

"Only one guy could make music like this: 
Jimmy Robertson -the man with one foot 
in the future and the other stuck in Vietnam. 
He's like a cross between Sergeants Elias 
(Willem Defoe) and Barnes (Tom Berenger) 
from Platoon, except when the war finished 
the hybrid remained in one of those bunkers 
smoking Thai stick and eating opium, 
considering howto make the most wizard 
music ever. I really don't know how he comes 
up with some of the sounds he does. I like to 
think I know a little bit about the process of 
making music, but he totally floors me. One 
guy, but when you listen to his music, you 
don't know what instruments are makin' 
the noise. Oscar for best music ever." 
(MiloCordell) 



music that time forgot: trixie's 
big red motorbike 

Words: Everett True 



More than Grab Grab The Haddock (whose singer 
Jane once sent me a couple of postcards from 
Brighton). More than the giggly, Doris Day-loving 
Chefs (whose singer Helen I had the most enormous 
schoolboy crush on). More than the Peel- 
championed, Scots girl band Sophisticated Boom 
Boom (a band so obscure, they never even got 
round to releasing a single). More than Clive Pig or 
Keen orTalulah Gosh, or even that first Marine Girls 
album recorded in a garden shed. Trixie's Big Red 
Motorbike were so twee they were beyond twee. 

I mean, we're talking years before C86 here. 
We're talking back at the dawn of the Eighties 
when girls had the monopoly on twee (honourable 
exception, Dan Treacy) - C86 was merely the sound 
of the boys getting in on the act, late as ever, and 
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So twee they were beyond twee 



nearly ruining it all for everyone (as ever). 

The girl sounded like she was about seven and 
out-of-breath (but that was a pre-requisite). 
The music jangled and burbled away to itself, 
jazz-textured and occasionally mock-cowpoke 
country, full of holes and silences. Harmonies were 
crushingly obvious but gorgeous nonetheless. 
Of course, the music came in handmade sleeves 
and on flexi discs. 

Here's what Last FM has to say about it all: 
"Mark and Mel lived in Shanklin on the Isle Of Wight 
[actually the Littens, a brother and sister, who 
recorded songs in Trixieland -their bedroom]. 
Perhaps they still do. They did a couple of John Peel 
sessions. They got their records pressed privately 
and sent a photocopied sheet for the record labels 
and cover, which you had to stick on yourself. 
Some of their songs featured the recorder, played 
in real primary-school style." 

Similar artists on LastFM include The Chefs, 
TheSmittens, Girls At Our Best!, The Happy Couple 
-who look anything but- and Melody Dog. 

I didn't know anything about that back then, 
though. It was 'Invisible Boyfriend' -scratchily 
recorded, voice occasionally feeding back on what 
had to be a toy microphone, drum machine, 



cardboard box drums (the bass drum was the bed), 
delicate melodies picked out on mail order guitars, 
sad childhood lyrics - that grabbed my attention, 
on one of the rare occasions I listened to John Peel's 
late night show, round about 1 983. (Whoa! Did 
he play stuff like that all the time? ! Why didn't 
I listen more?) 

It was so fragile it felt like it could break any 
moment (and kind of did, the way the vocals 
dropped in and out of silence). The other songs 
on the EP were just as alluring: a mess of gloriously 
bad recordings (they'd be called 'field' these days, 
if applied to other music) -the out-of-time 
'A Splash Of Red', 'Hold Me' which was like 
amateur-hour Weekend stripped bare (no, not 
Young Marble Giants, since you ask), the school 
recorder-led Trixie's Groove' and all the rest. . . 
There was a flexi, That's The End Of That' 
(a double A-side with Clive Pig) - the sort of 
glorious summer-filled sound that once led me 
to proclaim in the NME that the flexi disc was the 
only format worth buying, the warp-factor adding 
considerable resonance. 

There was even a second single, the 'hit', 
'Norman And Narcissus' - a charming ditty in the 
style of the Marine Girls' 
second album -but of 
course us hardcore twee 
kids derided it at the time 
as being a corporate sell- 
out on a par with the first 
Gang Of Fouralbum. 
The Litten siblings 
disappeared back into 
Trixieland and - as one of 
Trixie's more memorable songs put it - That's The 
End Of That'. (Urn, right. Listening back to it now, 
'Norman And Narcissus' makes Jane's 'It's A Fine 
Day' sound like AC/DC. Oh well.) 

As one blogger put it, this is the sort of music 
that makes you want to drink squash and wear 
a hair-slide. 
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Antony And The Johnsons journey beyond the self and far into 

the universe, with a new album of animist transformations, 

spirit voices and laments for a dying world 



In gradually dawning light, I'm in the front 
few rows for the Halloween performance from 
Antony And The Johnsons. Nestled in among 
the London Symphony Orchestra, members of 
the Johnsons lead new arrangements of songs 
stretching back as far as the first self-titled 
album. 'Rapture' and 'I Fell In Love With 
A Dead Boy' are freshly stately in this 
environment; the Barbican is ghostly-new, 
fingers of sound penetrating through heavy 
curtains. 'For Today I Am A Boy', from 2005's 
I Am A Bird Now, the album which managed 
to shock the music industry by winning the 
usually predictable Mercury Music Prize, is 
confident to the point of abandonment, the 
centrepiece ad-libs bubbling out irrepressibly, 
as strings sob joyfully all around. 

Antony, robed and Junoesque, is measured 
and gentle, his movements deliberate gestures. 
With an entire orchestra to flow through and 
compete with, his voice sounds more daring 
and beautiful than ever as it presents the 
otherworldly tableaux of songs from new 
album, The Crying Light. This is far from the 
intimate, confessional performances of the 
//4/T7/4£/rc/A/o 1/1/ tour, nor is it a return to 
Antony's former incarnation in performance 
art and genderqueer cabaret. This is something 
else; and it's something else. 

The glow lasts. A couple of days later, 
I arrive at Antony's hotel, where I am met by 
his glorious travelling companion Joey, one of 
the NYC Beauties that Antony and Charles Atlas 
immortalised in the 'Turning' video art project, 
justly cast as a goddess in the video for Hercules 
and Love Affair's 'Blind'. I feel I'm still radiating 
what the performance has given me, that 
characteristic openness to idea and feeling that 
it inspires. Antony picks through his breakfast, 
and we gradually wake up together. I essay 
some questions about the time he's spent since 
the last album, in 2005. 

"It's flown. I've really been getting my life 
together. These years have gone so fast. I've 
been in the studio quite some time, and then 
there have been other projects to work on." 

Antony's work since I Am A Bird Now in 
collaboration with other artists is some of his 
strongest work, vocally, particularly the aching, 
hopeful 'Blind' and his collaborations with 
Bjorkon Volta. 'The Dull Flame Of Desire' 
demonstrates stunning range, and despite the 
repetition of the poem (the lyric is taken from 



a poem by the great Russian Romantic poet 
Fyodor Tyutchev), each pass he makes at the 
refrain makes the whole song feel larger, to 
the point of bursting. 

"It's such a challenge singing with Bjork 
because she's so expansive. That's where that 
bursting feeling comes from, I think. I have 
literally never seen someone so full-on in the 
studio. She's totally committed every moment 
that she's there. She pushed me out of self- 
consciousness." 

Hercules and Love Affair's take on queer- 
positive disco seems to have really taken off. 

"I'm so happy about that. It's great that 
Hercules And Love Affair are emphasising that 
side of it. Apparently they're doing really well, 
in Italy in particular. Andy [Butler, DJ 



ones Nicodid by himself, but the newer songs 
we did are also on the album. I'm not classically 
trained, I can't read music - I'm self-taught. 
So we have very different skills sets, me and 
Nico. I have simple ideas about melody and 
countermelody, voice and tone, and we go from 
there. He has this panoramic sense of the possible, 
like, working with a symphony- 1 would never 
have known howto approach that. 

"The older songs, those that he arranged 
that we're performing on this tour, are 
fantastic, but they're interpretations. My 
intention was to record the newer songs 
definitively, as opposed to interpret them - 
I wanted to be the sculptor. Performing 
them now with the symphonies is 
tremendously exciting." 



wanted to make a marker in time, 
marking the incredible loss we're all 
feeling as we deplete the world' 



mastermind of Hercules And Love Affair] and 
I recorded 'Blind' before we did the rest of 
the songs. It was a real experiment. We were 
messing around, he had this lyric he wanted me 
to work with -I think he wanted metobehis 
Alison Moyet [laughter]. I liked the challenge 
of trying to sing to a beat, trying to literally 
move people with the vocal. It's a very different 
goal. I hadn't ever done that before." 

'Blind' is a moving lyric in the figurative 
sense too. The story is alien and familiar at the 
sametime-the landscape seems unknown, but 
the hopes of the main character provoke so 
much feeling. Is that Andy's lyric in its entirety? 

"Absolutely. There are other lyrics on that 
record that I wrote, 'Time Will', and 'Brace Me 
Up', but they're far thornier; 'Blind' has an 
innocence that's really important and as you 
say, it's empathetic. I focussed on that, on 
telling that story, on remaining true to it." 

The new performances seem to draw 
on some of these new experiences too. 
The symphonic arrangements are very 
idiosyncratic -are they [composer] Nico Muhly? 

"Nico and I arranged all the songs for the 
symphonies. Most of the older songs are the 



At the Halloween show, the LSOwas 
such a gigantic noise generator, and you were 
playing with it like a kitten. 

"[Laughter] It's like being on a really big 
river. A flood. Such energy being generated, 
and I'm being carried through it. I'm more used 
to having to be the river." 

the daylight and the sun 

"The crying light/A sanctuary that can hold me/ 
Allow me to come awake/Allow the child in me 
to rise and gaze upon the world with open, 
shining eyes/I am safe here, dancing my 
brokennessll know my joy/I step into myself and 
become a shadow/Remember when I was my 
grandmother, when I was a fish/I remember 
who I will become/The crying light comes from 
the crystals in the dark hearts of mountains. " - 
'The Crying Light' 

The embodiment of nature is a perpetual 
theme of new album, The Crying Light. In these 
songs, the barrier between the self and the 
world is dismantled. Limbs become water, 
leaves become eyes, sunlight becomes 
crystalline emotion. 'Everglade' describes 
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antony and the Johnsons 



a moment of connection with the natural 
world that resonates throughout the physical 
and spiritual being of the storyteller. It's a 
bodily journey that's in a different dimension 
entirely to the gender-transformative 
narratives more familiar to Antony's listeners. 

"They're actually entwined, those two ideas 
-being born into the transgender community, 
my experience of being in my body has been 
quite alienated. I felt I was stuck inside this 
thing. I have been searching my whole life for 
a place where I belonged, and 'Everglade' is 
about my realisation that I do belong. I am at 
home, lama part of the sunlight and the water 
and the trees. My body stopped crying for 
home, I stopped feeling alienated. I stopped 
having such cruel thoughts in my head, that 
I was alone and would always be alone. 

"A few years ago I was lying in a canoe at 
a friend's house in upstate New York, flat out 
on the water, and looking up at the trees above 
me, and suddenly was struck by imagining that 
each of the leaves was an eye. 'Everglade' is 
addressing that alienation, seeking to re- 
connect with that perpetually watching world. 

"I know it sounds crazy, but for a while I was 
so afraid of rocks. In Catholic cosmography, 
human beings have souls and everything 
else is a question mark at best. We have 
a unique spirit content, and everything else 
is consumable. That in itself has a huge effect 
on what we think of as sacred -that the soul, 
which we have and nothing else has, is 
inconsumable. But for other civilisations 
and cultures, that's not the case. Aboriqinal 
Australians believe 

that their dead #■ X ■ i jt.1 

become rocks -that | iGGI till 

there are families of - . 

rocks, that rocks are ClOITIIIflcir 

family. Their ancestors - - 

are these sacred Tll3t llcIS 

containers, the rocks. 

"I visited the Nortr 
Pole, and I was 
standing on a slate hill in S 
felt a tremendous sense of energy from the hill. 
I think perhaps it was because it's such a remote 
place, so far from civilisation, there were no 
distractions. But I felt the life inside the 
mountain. I felt it so strongly, and it was a real 
turning point for me, the idea that I could 
imagine that within the stone there was such 
a joy and spirit and freedom - energy dancing 
inside of it, even in something as still as a stone. 
And I wrote 'Dust And Water' about that 
experience." 

The stillness of rocks can be misleading. 
My name means 'rock', too. Where I come 
from, a little seaside town called Hastings, 
is basically a medieval fishing village between 
two giant hills to the west and east. The East 
Hill has a nature reserve on top of it, up 
over vast cliffs. There's a private, rocky beach 
that you have to climb to reach. I would go 
there all the time, even in the middle of the 
night, freezing cold, I'd go there and sit 
on the rocks, and watch the sun come up 
and reveal all the different kinds of stone - 
flint and slate and sandstone, all these seams 
of stone gradually crumbling and falling down. 
The cliff face is different every day. And there, 
where those stones and the sea meet and 
correspond, I feel absolutely at home. 
That's where everything that I know 
somehow begins. 

God, I'm sorry. 

"No, Don't be. I'm always crying when I sing 
'Dust And Water'. That's the idea - that when 
water meets dust, life begins. It's about me 



being afraid of being stuck in the stone, that 
the stones are lifeless, but then -oh no, even 
the moon -the ice is coming, the water is 
coming. Nothing is stuck forever, everything 
is changing, always. Thank you for doing this 
with me. I'm right there with you." 

There's such a sense of urgency to this 
record. Where does it come from? 

"I wanted to make a marker in time, 
marking the incredible loss we're all feeling as 
we deplete the world, the only world we know, 
the only world we will ever know. Heaven is not 
elsewhere; this is all we have. We're at such 
a critical point with it, not only in the physical 
sense but also on a threshold of feeling. This 
has preoccupied me throughout my adult life, 
and it has reached critical mass in terms of my 
wanting to take itasa clearthemeforthis 
group of work, at this particular point in time. 
I set myself a task to be really clear about it, to 
write and talk unmediatedly, to set down a 
marker in time to show directly how I'm 
feeling, and that's what Another World is." 

The version of 'Another World' used on both 
the album and EP is far from a bald statement. 
It conveys both presence and distance, a 
commitment to the world and a sense of its 
demise. In the recitation of what will be missed, 
there grows a vision of paradise, both present 
and lost. What is unequivocal is its grief; the 
vocal gradually submits to tears, wavering at 
the edge of sustainable tone. There's a 
palpable sense of farewell that feels almost 
suicidal, and this new album spends much of its 
time talkinq to the dvinq and the dead. 



by Kazuo Ohno, to whom this album is 
dedicated. Dance was more than a form to him, 
it was a spirit form. He would cast a circle of 
light around himself, and in that safety, some 
very precious part of his spirit would emerge. 
This part of him was feminine, childlike, filled 
with wonderment, as though everything was 
discovered for the first time. He made his 
masterwork as a dancer between the ages 
of 79 and 95, so obviously it wasn't about 
acrobatic prowess. It was about this movement 
of essence from one state to another, that 
you witness when you watched him, that is 
tremendously moving. I studied with one of 
his students, Maureen Fleming, a wonderful 
dancer from New York. A lot of my process is 
very informed by his work; I've tried to apply 
the lessons he taught around finding 
movement to finding a voice." 

Is it important to you to equate that essence 
with the feminine? 

"Well, I think the album definitely 
addresses themes of mother and father in 
terms of masculine and feminine forces. The 
song 'Aeon' is a song about the father, but it's 
also about the brokenness of men in general. 
I believe men have to undergo a transformation 
in order for the way we're living now to 
shift. They're operating at a disadvantage, 
hormonally. It's a different kettle of fish, 
testosterone [laughter]." 

Speaking to trans men who're taking 
hormones, I hear a lot about the effects of 
testosterone. They find it can be a really big 
change to have testosterone in their bodies. 



'I feel that we're coming to the end of this male- 
dominant patriarchal era of thousands of years. 
That has to shift if things are to go forward ' 



interesting though is how those people and 
worlds are still alive, the way that all things 
are alive, the presence of all things. Everything 
is available, all the time. 

"'Eyes Are Underneath The Ground', 
which is a lyric that could easily be interpreted 
as being about death, is a song that at first 
I thought was about my mother. Later, I realised 
it's a song written by my mother about her 
mother, through me. I believe we've got our 
local sense of self, the personal life of each 
of us, but I also imagine I carry all the lives that 
came before, the line of life that goes back to 
the beginning of time, that you can tap into 
or give voice to, or find inspiration from." 

An understanding of the self, and the 
enlarged set of representational possibilities 
it brings, are borne out visibly within the new 
symphony show. As Antony sings, small and 
graceful choreographies of feeling are carried 
out through figurative gestures, powerful and 
characteristic, though rarely drawn from the 
singular source of personality. 

"When I'm on stage, I'm always seeking 
the imagery that will carry me through, and 
oftentimes that's not a particularly personal 
imagery. As I perform more it's rare that I'll 
be indulging personal details of my life a as 
a source. I use more abstract sources like a flock 
of flamingoes flying through my body, or a 
ghost stepping into me from five generations 
ago, coursing through my arms." 

"It's an idea that comes from studying 
butoh, the dance form that was developed 



about being a man or a woman than 
transgender people. They'll tell you what it's 
like to take those hormones. If you talk to trans 
men, that transformation they gothrough, you 
hear how radically it affects their person, their 
whole spiritual and psychic makeup, and their 
emotional and behavioural makeup too. I'm 
not saying that's the entire directive force in a 
person's manifestation, but it makes a huge 
difference. In terms of the way society's set up, 
I feel that we're coming to the end of this crazy 
male-dominant, patriarchal era of thousands of 
years. That has to shift if things are going to go 
forward. Does that sound crazy to you?" 

another world 

It doesn't sound crazy, but I don't think it's just 
men who are in need of change. I think gender 
is showing itself to be unstable, and I look to 
trans people as being pioneers of gender. 
In their experiences of transformation, there 
are unavoidable questions about where gender 
actually sits. Where is it really alive? Does it sit 
in other people's perceptions? Does it sit in your 
physical body, which is changing all the time? 
Does it sit in chromosomal identity? Is it about 
the hormones in your body? Is it about who you 
have sex with? These issues are very present 
for trans people - and they're issues that are 
actually there forall of us, but we don't think 
about them because patriarchy sets out 
systems that we think with instead. 

"Right, but for me, it's been a process of 
unlearning gender. I feel I've been raised in a 
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rre-Ohvier Desch 
Inspirations behind The Crying Ligh 

^.jarles Atlas 

Filmmaker and video artist Charles Atlas has 
worked in New York since the Seventies, 
documenting and elaborating the city's dance 
and club scenes. He has had long and fruitful 
relationships with many figures in the dance 
and performance worlds, including dancer ai 
choreographer Michael Clark, co-creator o 
the Fall's I Am Kurious, Oranj, and renown* 
^Rrformer and designer Leigh Bowery. Ath 
has also collaborated with avant-garde 
musicians, including Diamanda Galas and 
Fennesz. In 2006 he and Antony created and 
toured 'Turning', a set of collaborative 
portraits of New York women and trans 
women in live video and sound, including 
performances by Antony And The Johnsons. 

Johanna Constantine 

Afounder member of the notorious Blacklips 
Performance Cult, a high-gothic avant-garde 
troupe of self-described 'downtown artists, 
gender mutants, and drug addicted hybrids', 
performance artist and dancer Johanna 
Constantine has been a collaborator of Antony 
Hegarty's since their time studying at Santa 
Cruz. From there, the pair moved to New 
York- Hegartyto study in NYU's prestigious 
Creative Theater program, Constantine to 
immerse herself in the city's genderqueer 
performance scene. When Hegarty went on to 
form Antony And The Johnsons, Constantine 
became a Johnson. Constantine's performance 
often involves using blood and bodily fluids, 
either real or fake, as adornment. 

Kazuo Ohno 

Ohno's iconic career as a dancer and 
performer began in 1 949, at the age of 
43, when he held his first recital. Rejecting 
Western forms that dominated dance in 
Japan at that time, Ohno at first sought an 
authentic means of expressing what he 
witnessed while serving in the Japanese 
army; one of his early recitals described 
watching jellyfish feed on the bodies of 
soldiers buried at sea. He worked with 
Tatsumi Hijikata in developing a new form 
of dance, ankoku-butoh (the 'dance of utter 
darkness', now known as butoh), which, 
though formally controlled, dealt in surreal 
grotesqueries. Despite this, the techniques 
of butoh are transformative in intent, 
allowing the expression of essential aspects 
of the spirit. At 1 02 years of age, and having 
performed well into his nineties, Ohno is still 
alive; his son, Yoshito, runs his dance studio. 




I 



world that's male-neutral, where God is male, 
or devoid of the feminine, if not male; that's 
very clear in Catholicism. The power systems 
are male. Capitalism is based on values that 
are associated with very masculine archetypes, 
in our own system. The male patrols the 
perimeter, is territorial, is competing and 
hoarding resources for his own family. 
All those things come from a desire to survive 
and protect one's own, but there is a different 
time now. There are seven billion of us, and 
all the other life forms are disappearing. 
Now we need the wisdom of the inner circle, 
ofthefeminine. Notthat the feminine is always 
gentle; Johanna [Constantine], who's my 
lifelong creative partner, portrays femininity 
as quite Kali-esque. 



here's no one who can 
>ach us more about being 
man or a woman than 
ansgender people' 



"But that's the next phase -to discover 
how we are part of this world, as opposed to 
howto dominate it and eke from it the things 
we need. It's almost as though we need to have 
a paradigm shift to the feminine neutral, to the 
ways that we are col lective, and connected to 
the world. No more building the fort and 
fighting off and killing intruders, killing food 
and hoarding fuel. There's nowhere to go with 
that process anymore. We're at the punch-line 
of that particular joke." 

"Being born transgender, we're very lucky, 
to be able to swim against the prevailing 
current of the culture. No matter how 
intimately something's put on you, you have 
something inside you that tells you are 



something else. And you knowthat, in a 
way that few people are gifted with. There's 
something in you that tells you to fight that 
imposition. I will always have more in common 
with another tranny from Bangladesh than 
I do with my next-door neighbour. 

"We are at a point now where new 
consciousness is aboutto emerge. I think trans 
people's experiences are very important to that; 
trans people have experienced being socially 
positioned as the opposite gender, we are 
acutely aware of how gender works in society, 
in the family structure and in the prevailing 
culture. I think there's a really practical, useful 
purpose for trans people in society-to bridge 
the gap that is there, that painful gap that's 
been imposed by societal ideas of gender." 
You've spoken 
about Catholicism 
being an imposition 
on you, but I don't 
It. UCIIIU think there's such 

- *^ a gap between the 

[Il3ll magical thinking of 

Catholicism -that 
sense of being 
perpetually 
surrounded by angels, 
demons, saints and martyrs, of the world being 
driven by a metaphysical struggle -and the 
kind of feminine-neutral animism you're 
talking about. It might not be such a leap; 
it might be a natural next step. 

"So much of Catholicism is lifted from 
Paganism. I rememberthe May Day parades 
as a child; the Maryan imagery was very pagan 
and obviously, in terms of the calendar, was 
lifted from the pagan celebrations of Beltane. 
The pagan panel of deities, a lot of them 
also were transferred over to martyrs and 
saints; there are so many parallels. The ritual 
remains-the name changes, but the soul is 
alive. There's nothing wrong with a bit of 
magical thinking." 
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a year with... Italians do it better 



Words: Louis Pattison 

Chromatics photo: Fiona Diffley 



This year # Italians Do It Better were a vision of perfection, exploding worldwide with a gleaming, 
fiercely modern disco pressed and housed in sleeves of bright neon and conducted with total 
artistic independence. Plan B tracks down label co-founder and Glass Candy/Chromatics 
mastermind Johnny Jewel to talk a year spent reinventing the dancef loor 



So 2008 ended the way it began: trying - and 
trying, and trying -to get Mike Simonetti, 
international DJ and co-label boss of Italians Do 
It Better on the phone. This, of course, spoke 
volumes about the way Italians approached the 
whole promotion thing this year. With no PR 
machine toiling to plug the likes of flagship 
bands Glass Candy or Chromatics onto 
magazine front covers, it appeared that any 
interview request was, at best, an unwelcome 
distraction from the more important work of 
writing and recording, touring and DJing their 
particular brand of icy disco music- and at 
worst, something to be ignored altogether. 

With the whole edifice of major labels 
ailing, hexed by the demon twins of file sharing 
and international recession, why run a label in 
2008? Well, simple answer: the same reasons as 
ever -to create a shared aesthetic, a sense of 
self. Most obviously, there were the albums, 
Glass Candy's Beatbox and Chromatics' Nite 
Drive: the first opulent, euphoric, possessed 
by "beatific visions", lost in music; the second, 
filmic and dislocated, with an undercurrent of 
violence, like bruises covered by foundation. 
But 2008 also brought a string of 1 2-inches 
that saw a new, geographically scattered group 
of acts join the roster: New York synth house 
team Invisible Conga People; Swedish disco 
duo Tiedye, who debuted with a cover of 
Metallica's 'Nothing Else Matters'; and th 
hazy, freestyle-inflected pop of Ariel Pink 
comrade Nite Jewel. The buzz was Italo disco, 
but Italians' roster felt so rich with reference 
points, it felt almost hallucinatory in scope: 
there's everything herefrom no-wave to 
Italo, Blondie to Chris And Cosey, chopped-and- 
screwed hip-hop to the euphoric early Eighties 
pop of the sort unearthed on Jon Savage's 
recent Dreams Come True: Classic First Wave 
Electro 1982-1987. Add to this their business 
model, a mix of DIY can-do and international 
ambition, and Italians Do It Better felt like 
a label perfectly evolved for 2008, in rude 
health as the dinosaurs withered away. 

Again, I dial Simonetti's number and the 
phone clicks through to answerphone. But 
then, a message pings overthrough MySpace. 
It's the other half of Italians Do It Better, Glass 
Candy/Chromatics producer Johnny Jewel. 
He's at home, in Portland -and upfortalking. 



"Everywhere is different and everywhere 
is interesting in different ways. I think being 
American we're so disconnected, we're sort 
of taughtthat America is the centre of the 
universe. So we're still sort of in a state of 
shock. We just got our passports. . . I've been 
trying to get my passport for five years and 
kept getting denied -you know the whole 
patriot thing, a passport is a privilege not a 
right-so none of the band could ever leave. 
Going to South America and Moscow were 
probably the most moving." 

Do your audiences change in different 
places over the world, or is it the same 
kind of kids coming to the shows? 

"They're pretty similar, I think. What they 
are exposed to locally has an effect on what 
they're ready to digest, but everybody is kinda 
the same. The internet is the great equaliser; 
it's crazy how much kids know." 

Are you recording new stuff right now? 

"Yeah, Farah's coming on Saturday and 
we're working on a double LP. And I just 
finished the new Glass Candy CD, like, two 
weeks ago. There are about 20 things going 
on at any given time, plus videos, writing. ..and 



versions that will never surface. At Italians, we 
don't allow deadlines or industry dogma to 
affect what we do artistically. Everything is 
about what is good for the song." 

I've been listening to the new Glass 
Candy song 'Animal Imagination' a lot. It's 
got really interesting lyrics "...The 
architect creates new structures! If you 
want him call out his name/From your 
inner space, a great construction... 

"Hold on [talking in background] Hey, I'll 
pass you over to Ida . . . " 

Ida [No, Glass Candy vocalist]: "Hello? 
Yeah, it's kind of about meditation - it's about 
relaxing your ideas and your emotions so that 
you can be moved by larger forces. That way, 
things can come into manifestation that are 
biggerthan you. Many inventions that have 
been indispensible to humans have come about 
purely through dreams or meditation or silent 
moments, where it's just boom - there. Rather 
than someone sitting there busting their puny 
brains out. I'll pass you back to Johnny..." 

What's due before the end of the year? 

Johnny: "There's a new Farah EP, that's three 
songs. One of the songs is a Sonic Youth cover." 



'We don't allow industry dogma to 

effort infhat iA#o rlrt airtict 



Everything is about what is good for 

the SOng' -Johnny Jewel 



So, it seemed like a busy year for Italians 
Do It Better - when you weren't touring, 
you were making and releasing records... 

Johnny: "Yeah, that's how it's been for the 
last five years, but this year people are noticing 
But you know, I'm a workaholic, so I'm always 
in the studio when I'm not out of town." 

You toured all over the world with 
Glass Candy and Chromatics. Where made 
the biggest impression? 
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I'm putting together the new label sampler." 

So, kind of like a follow-up to the 
original After Dark compilation? 

" It's si mi la r to A fterDark, but it's more like 
where we're going, and some of the new bands 
and 1 2-inches that we are really into. There's 
three acts that don't have anything out yet - 
they don't even have MySpace pages, so the 
sampler will be their first releases. Twisted 
Wires, from Houston, they only have one song, 
but the song is really sick. And we just put out a 
woman from LA- her name's Ramona, and she 
records as Nite Jewel. She may make the 
compilation, she's in the running." 

And what about the new Glass Candy 
record. Deep Gems? 

"Deep Gems was recorded between March 
2006 and October 2008, so there's a wide 

H"ety of stuff. I write constantly and record 
stantly, and some things. ..like, 'Miss 
adway' took three years to complete. 
Some things just take time." 

So there's dozens of songs we'll 
never hear? 

"Well, hopefully they will surface in some 
capacity... but there are probably hundreds of 



Oh, what song? 

"'Shadow Of A Doubt'. It's one of my all 
time favourite songs ever. Actually, that song 
rightthere is one of the most biggest influences 
when I write for Chromatics. Then, we have 
Guiamo Bottin from Venice - he has an 
instrumental 1 2-inch, 'No Static', I'm actually 
doing the artwork for it today. Then we have 
the Twisted Wires 1 2-inch coming out. The 
Glass Candy 'Geto Boys' 1 2-inch is getting 
remastered, cause they fucked that up at the 
pressing plant. And then there's a French group 
called Appaloosa -theytoured with Cat Power. 
We try to release three to four records at one 
time because we have such a huge worldwide 
mail order. We keep the prices low; we're not 
trying to get rich. We're not afraid of money, 
but we don't need much in the way of profits 
because we have no employees. We don't have 
to pay studio costs because I do everything." 

So, still an autonomous unit then? 

"Yeah, it's crazy. All we have to pay is 
manufacturing because everything's in house." 

Sounds like a good way to live. 

"[Laughs] We just like to be involved in 
every step of the process." 



plan b 1 37 



ft€l//€W of 200*8 



fiWnflS Horn 
out P^G^SaooS 

Words: kicking_k f Frances Morgan, Louis Pattison, Ringo P Stacey, Lauren Strain, Everett True 

Illustrations: Duncan Barrett 



Plan B's Albums Of The Year. Not in order. If desired, 
do that yourself, using scissors and glue 



Marnie Stern 

This Is It And I Am It And You Are It And 
So IsThat And He Is It And She Is It And 
It Is It And That IsThat (Kill Rock Stars) 

"Marnie Stern shares with Joanna 
Newsom and Bjork that happy delicacy of 
both feature and phrase that tempts the 
critics to the language of: if spiders were 
cheerleaders, if guitars had hearts, if music 
made buildings, etcetera. But Stern seems 
more invested in the concrete geometry of 
technique than in the metonymic logic of 
poetry." (Petra Davis, Plan £#38) 
Louis: So this record, I feel, is Mamie's 
pop record. 

Kick: Hmm - I'm more this is the straight 
riff in' record. . .more direct, I guess. . .? 
Frances: One thing I like about her work is 
that she often sounds as if she's celebrating 
the act of work itself. 

Louis: She really makes Zach Hill sound good 
doesn't she? A dude who is usually a little bit 
too off the chain. . .here held in tight rein. 
Frances: Yeah, her ideas are tightly processed 
into song form. 

Kick: I see this as the next instalment in her 
career- I'm expecting her to do a whole lot 
of albums, and each will focus on different 
stuff, compositionally. 

Louis: Also, Eighties: Van Halen riffz, crimped 
hair in promo shots, song called 'Roads - 
Where We're Going We Don't Need Roads' 
(the final words spoken in Back To 
The Future)... 

Frances: I like the way she doesn't seem to 
differentiate between quoting that and 
quoting Glenn Gould. She's a lovely magpie. 
Louis: "I'm like a raging animation! I wonder 
what it's like to be one! " 
Frances: She makes anthems for women with 
busy minds. A weird mix of abstract and 
emotion. A constant awareness of meta. 
Not to be all essentialist but that is 
something I do relate to her being female - 
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the constant and apparent self-examination. 
I love it when women respond to what 
can be a very frustrating part of the female 
experience (ie it stops you doing things) with 
really exciting art. 

Portishead 

Three (Island) 

" . . .On the majority of Thirds tracks, Beth 
seems to only half-exist. . . On 'Numb', it 
was implicit that she was the one in 
charge, her knuckles white, her fingernails 
drawing blood. ..There's no such self- 
possession here, no desire, just raw- 
nerved, wet-faced, unadorned need." 
(Joseph Stannard, Plan £#32) 
Frances: Much-touted 'doom' album; 
not really. But still very, very good. 
Kick: Seriously, though - considering they 
were previously a band who were very happy 
for their (very good) second album to sound 
essentially like the other half of their 
(excellent) first, it was fairly daring. . . ? 
Louis: 'Threads' has a kind of doom thing 
going on. It's heavy with the loud removed. 
Lauren: Gloomy. Doomy. Bloomy. 
Frances: Swans, doom, folk, hip-hop, torch 
songs, they got it covered - the clever sods. 
Everett: I like that folk are linking Portishead 
to Young Marble Giants. I can certainly hear 
Swans too: the elegance of violence, too. 
Kick: I guess even in the old days they 
sounded otherworldly- it was just a glossier, 
more transatlantic place, maybe. 
Frances: Yeah, it was a very imagined, filmic 
place before - now it's more internalised? 
Louis:They had a spat with Mark Ronson 
where he sorta went 'Yeah, at least I make 
music people actually like'. So it was good 
this actually sold some records and went 
'YAAA' in his smug face. 
Frances: Yeah, I think he underestimated 
the British appetite for weird shit - 
and depression. 



Kick: Beth's voice goes with anything. 
Frances:They pay so much attention to the 
recording of it - each track has different mic 
techniques and processing etc- but also she 
deliberately doesn't impose personality upon 
it. She's a conduit for the sound or mood of 
each track - not a frontwoman. 
Lauren: If I had to listen to this walking home 
alone on the periphery of a city, I would be 
freaking the hell out.There's something so 
violent about it - in such a stately, slow way. 
Everett: Gotta admire a band who are so self- 
defined. It's rare to hear an album that is so 
fully realised, so complete. 

Asva 

What You Don't Know Is Frontier 
(Southern) 

" It isn't grandiose or remote or monolithic, 
or any of those other words in the doom 
thesaurus. Instead, as the flutter of the 
organ mists the edges of the track and 
settles into another hymnal melody, the 
effect is of something huge and far away, 
but as close as the warm spaces inside the 
body." (Frances Morgan, Plan B #33) 
Frances: Second full album from ex-Burning 
Witch bassist Stuart Dahlquist; written in the 
aftermath of his brother's death - and very 
much 'about' that. 

Louis: A doom band going beyond both the 
post-Sabbath template and SunnO))) drone. 
Everett: This would have been core Everett 
True music circa 1 992. It still is. It's brutally, 
beautifully, unhurried and restrained 
-and heavy, like I understand heavy. 
Kick: So, it has 'movements', as it were? 
Frances: Yes -this album and Earth's can be 
seen less as metal and more as modern 
composition, using quite simple components 
and really beautifully recorded. 
Kick:The tempo is so. . .existential. 
Frances: It's an example of metal's continuing 
'legitimacy' and its potential to draw from 



other forms but also to use its own 
conventions to convey some pretty important 
stuff, away from the Grand Guignol theatrics. 
Only a metal band could have made this 
album, yet it isn't a metal album. 
Kick: I guess it takes what more conventional 
rock songs might employ as atmospherics, 
and says -what happens when you take the 
'action' (as it were) out...? 
Lauren:To me it sounds less like decay and 
more like. . .preservation. There's a lot of 
stillness and reverence here. 

Nas 

Untitled (Def Jam) 

"Nas is here to remind us memories can 
return - replacing sonic grit with stadium 
sheen and upping the stakes to social 
rather than just personal change. What's 
remarkable is how he achieves that 
without losing any emotional charge. . .the 
album's an anthemic confusion by design." 
(Ringo PStacey Plan £#36) 
Kick: [Quoting album finale] "We're getting 
ready to have a black president. . . "And the 
day we're writing this, they do. Nas called it. 
Ringo:This is record of the year because it's 
Nas seizing the day. It's one of those rare 
instances where an artist is completely in 
step with, or maybe half a step ahead of, 
the prevailing mood. 

Louis: His rhymes are so dense and filled with 
references. I think it's difficult for many to 
understand how sharp he is (to some degree 
I include myself in this). 
Lauren: So brilliantly lit and optimistic and 
celebratory - the strength is infectious. 
Everett:We've been here before. Sweet 
rhyme, sweet sample, sweet pop music: 
seems to occasionally touchstone Seventies 
funk and black power groups. 
Ringo: I think he's been successful because 
he pulls it off as entertainment. He rarely 
comes off didactic. These are truly pop songs. 
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Kick: It's so. . .not old-fashioned, but, y'know, 
lavish, epic- in the grand mode, maybe. 
Louis: Yeah, I was gonna mention that: the 
choice of backing tracks, production, etc 
suggests this is a record in touch with (ahem) 
'the black experience' sonically, as well. 
Lauren: Spiky, glassy, hopeful and victorious, 
kick: Although maybe Young Jeezy's The 
Recession may end up being more prescient? 
Ringo: Let's not forget the final words of 
caution: "Will he keep it way real? When he 
wins will he really still care ? " 

Lykke Li 

Youth Novels (Atlantic) 

"Sweden's Lykke Li is both pop puppet and 

producer-svengali-puppet-master; 

awkward and a brilliant manager of that 

awkwardness. . . Hiccups, echoes like wind 

machines, piano washes that come out of 

nowhere, jerks of island guitar." (Emily 

B\ck, Plan B#35) 

Louis: Got a very lil' girl voice, hasn't she? 

Kick:Thing is, in videos she actually presents 

herself as quite confrontational. All staring 

really hard. Never smiling. 

Louis: She sings about dancing and boys 

being bastards. She gets uptight, and sad. 

Lauren: I like that she's Robyn's introvert 

counterpart; this is shy, apologetic, coy, 

trusting pop, while Robyn's is glossy and 

gutsy and ultra-attitude. 

Everett: Oh fuck. I think I have a new 

favourite crush. Everything about this 

studied, dislocated, alienated, sweetly sad, 

lost in a discotheque music presses all the 

right buttons for me. 

Kick: One of her videos really references Roy 

Andersson. And there is this arthouse 

sophistication - and distance to it. The 

amount of momentum the songs build on 

a basically skeletal (if tuneful) backdrop 

is superlative. 

Ringo: I think it sounds bored, and suicidal. 



Kick: Welllll- 1 do think there's some 
darkness, definitely. Was written while she 
was working at an old folks home, famously. 
Ringo: She sounds like someone engaged 
with looking out a window on the world. 
Lauren: But that's the point, isn't it- it's 
supposed to sound frosty and pristine and 
untouched. It's partly happy pop, but partly 
nervous, reserved, backstepping pop. 
Everett: The beats remind of some of The 
Blow's earlier excursions into dance music- 
K Records thrown in to a whirligig of flashing 
lights and folding in on itself. 
Lauren: I'm just glad that she is an unusual 
pop star. She's not a stick-thin, glossed-up 
infallibility. She's got miseries and flaws, 
and will frown and grump her way 
through songs. 

Abe Vigoda 

Skeleton (Bella Union) 

"The band's reluctance to pin down 

meaning is reflected in Skeleton, whose 

lyrics are a series of Poundian short 

phrases, progressing syllabically from 

one side to another of a constant dialectic. 

Broken branches, crown of leaves. Splash 

blood around, rest forever. . . "(Petra Davis, 

PlanB#36) 

Ringo: I think they're the first generation for 

whom 'world' influences are nothing of the 

sort, they're more specifically African 

influences, or Mexican, or whatever. 

Kick:They approach these kind of tropical 

sounds 'full-frontally'. 

Louis:The drums gallop along. The guitar 

sounds like steel drums. 

Lauren:Their whole well of reverb sound 

is impressive, but becomes this mass of 

jelly-wobble. His jabbery voice goes well 

with that. 

Everett: Nothing's clear when it could be 

fuzzy. Nothing's static when it could already 

be tomorrow. 



It's Nas seizing the day. One of those 
rare instances where an artist is 
completely in step with, or half a 
step ahead of, the prevailing mood 



Louis: Abe Vigoda are the good sort of 
hipster, I think -smart kids in record stores, 
hoovering up influences. 
Kick: I gather LA is a city that really polarises 
its outsiders. There'll always be something 
very conformist about any city as 
ideologically-charged. 
Louis: It was a pretty interesting year for 
quote-unquote indie bands really fucking 
with production. 
Ringo: It's so... happy. 
Kick: Something I will say for that scene is 
that the main bands- Mika Miko, NoAge 
and theeeese dudes -are all pretty different. 
Louis: It's kinda shared mindset, individual 
sound. Maybe punk + dreaminess. 
Lauren: And also, it won't be just the music 
itself that influences other music; the idea of 
The Smell itself, the DIY base/ethos behind it, 
might have been picked up by kids 
elsewhere. So the music itself isn't the only 
influence upon future music -the story 
behind it is too, if not more so. 

Lil Wayne 

Tha Carter III (Universal/Cash Money) 

" He isn't the machinating type, starting 
wars to spark sales. It's more that he truly 
doesn't give a fuck. He accepts what he is. 
Product of his society, but displaced just 
enough to make his perspective ever so 
slightly askew and addictive. Still no saint: 
where most rappers will threaten to slap a 
bitch, he'll give her a 'hysterectomy'." 
(Ringo PStacey, Plan B #33) 
Ringo: Lil Wayne comes from the South but 
this is a stateless modern hip-hop record. 
Kick: It's like some kind of incredibly 
indulgent dessert. Radioactive-ice-cream. 
Everett: This is gorgeous. Man, where I been 
hiding? Sumptuous and eloquent. 
Louis: Did you read that piece by a New 
Orleans schoolteacher in Oxford American! 
[Quoting] "An eighth grader wrote his 



Persuasive Essay on the topic 'Lil Wayne is 
the best rapper alive.' Main ideas for three 
body paragraphs: Wayne has the most tracks 
and most hits, best metaphors and similes, 
competition is fake." 

Lauren: It's lurid, dirty, and pretty wrong in 
places. But I don't feel threatened by it. 
It's so extrovertly melodic that it negates the 
violence. There's something about his voice 
that is sensuous and humane. 
Kick: He's so charismatic that he can get 
away with saying just about anything - 
which is good, 'cause he does. And I think 
there's something about his - ahem - 
logorrhea - that matches with him being the 
chosen MC to represent the internet age. 
Everett: Gorgeous backing vox, even when 
they're coming over all pinkie n' porcine. 
Kick: It was a supremely surprising album. 
The prevalance of singing and autotune. . . 
Ringo: It's interesting he didn't compile the 
album. His management put it together from 
a stockpile of a few hundred (at least) tracks. 
Kick: And the album contains a UK No 1 - 
only time we'll say that today. 
Ringo: RIP Static Major, producer of that tune 
but also half of Aaliyah's last album. He died 
the week before the single came out. 

Fuck Buttons 

Street Horrrsing (ATP) 

"A deep, rumbling power-throb - the kind 
that induces nosebleeds and/or rushes of 
ecstatic bodily euphoria... the natural 
nest-bed out of which other tendrils of 
exploration grow and unfurl: gnarled, 
feedback-shriek vocals; echo-reverb 
screams and yelps; and the clickety-clack 
insectoid rim-shot percussion of Animal 
Collective." (Daniel Spicer, PlanB#30) 
Ringo: I listened to it the other day cycling up 
and down a hill in the South Downs in a 
storm with mottled grey skies breaking over 
my head. It was perfect. 
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Kick: Conjuration of landscape. Except, 
'cause it's not so much about regular beats, it 
feels more... undulating. 
Louis: A mix of laptop, effects, and other 
assorted bits and pieces - a kid's toy mic. 
Noise people don't trust them because 
they're nice-looking young men in 
fashionable clothes. And the impression 
they're mainstreaming noise for other nice- 
looking, fashionable young people. 
Lauren:They make something pretty abrasive 
sound and look like a freakin' rainbow. 
Louis: I think what they're aiming for is the 
kind of transcendence you might get from 
dance music/narcotics, but using a different 
set of tools. . .euphoria with a noise palette. 
Everett: Plan B likes its fuzz, don't it? Plan B 
digs the distortion, the saturation, the 
commiseration with the inadequacy of 
recording technique. 
Kick: It's very muscular, isn't it? 
Lauren:The only gig I've ever been to where 
I've been seriously worried about my hearing 
after was a Fuck Buttons show. Afterwards, 
me and my friends turned to each other and 
it was like watching a silent film. 

Ghetto 

Freedom Of Speech (J Clark 
Enterprises) 

2008 mixtape from one of the UK's most 
visceral young grime spitters, cruelly 
overlooked by Plan Bon its March release, 
but fingered for greatness by Ringo P 
Stacey. Will the panel agree? 
Kick: He's very, very angry - right? 
Ringo: I think it's a reaction to the relative 
failure of his last mixtape, which (relative to 
this) tried to be more commercial. This one is 
saying, 'fuck it if grime doesn't sell, it's what I 
am and I'm going to give you the most 
extreme uncensored version of it'. 
Lauren: Lil Wayne could be saying all this 
stuff and I wouldn't feel intimidated. But this 



makes me incredibly uncomfortable. I'd be 
terrified with a whole crowd spitting this 
back at him. 

Louis: But that's where he works best. He's a 
rowdy performer, he's great for the dances. . . 
but on record I think he taps into an aspect of 
grime I'm not so keen on. The grim nihilism, 
unleavened by humour. 
Kick:Verite imagery, black and white. . . 
Everett:This reminds me of horrorcore - 
Gravediggaz, right? Intimidation and fear. . . 
but they always seemed a little more cartoon. 
Lauren: Love the manic, wired, warped 
orchestra hits in the background, though. 
Ringo: It's all about the psychotic 
determination in his voice and what's 
driven him that far- 1 like grim nihilism 
unleavened by humour. 
Louis:The relentlessness of it, the. . .absence 
of a twist- it just leaves it feeling slightly 
empty to me. I don't get anything off of it 
apart from, wow, that's nasty. . . 
Ringo: I think the point is that this is his life; 
it isn't his choice, "I'm a monster in a scary 
world", "Life a in 't pleasant, it's depressing. " 
Lauren: It's engaging. But I just can't take 
lyrics about extreme sexual violence. . . 

Of Montreal 

Skeletal Lamping (Polyvinyl) 

"Where Hissing Fauna consisted of tight 
pop nuggets bathed in ProPlus and soured 
guitar, Skeletal Lamping is furious and 
defiant, indecisive and unruly. Patterns are 
defiled, melodies diseased. Skeletal 
Lamping's figurines are transgressive, 
deregulated miscreants." (Lauren Strain, 
PlanB#39) 

Lauren: "Ladies, I'm screaming up to you 
from this phallocentric tyranny" \s a pretty 
good phrase to get into any album. 
Kick: It's super-busy. I guess I could drag (!) 
the adjective 'carnivalesque' out of 
retirement for it. 



Everett: Shit, when did they turn into Scissor 

Sisters? Although stretching back a stretch, 

I'm thinking Sparks... 

Lauren: I can see why this record is a turn 

offforsome.lt takes such liberties with 

anyone's patience. 

Louis: Kevin Barnes always strikes me as a 

man in masterful - nay virtuosic- control of 

his own mental breakdown. 

Kick: I guess I do quite like it when I listen 

hard. It's very texturific in a deep parallax 

kindaway. 

Ringo: Someone needs to sample and loop 

the sounds on this album. 

Kick: After the relative success of Hissing 

Fauna. . ., this was their chance to crossover 

-what was their response? 

Lauren: Pretty flamboyant dancing. There's a 

lot of groin going on, but mostly people just 

look amazingly happy. 

Ringo: It's onanistic madness. 

Louis: Supposedly comprised of 50 second 

chunks. . .just as you're getting a handle on 

it, the stage revolves again. 

Everett: I like this album a lot. It makes me 

feel all squirmy inside, but shit. It's totally 

Seventies. Kenny Everett would'a loved this. 

Lauren: It's manic and tuneful and stupid and 

sometimes he rides a horse onstage. 

Glass Candy 

BEATBOX (Italians Do It Better) 

"From punk flexi toward disco 12-inch. 
Glass Candy. . .with their DIY methodology 
and hi-gloss finish, their confrontation 
ripened into subversion - are never going 
to be uncomplicatedly any one thing. The 
walls are falling, between genres, scenes, 
worlds and times, and between us, too." 
(kicking_k,/ ? /aA?5#32) 
Ringo: Beautiful zombie eyes. 
Lauren: FLUMPY bass line. 
Louis: Actually, the Chromatics record has 
the edge to me. . .slower, hollower, sadder. 



When I've played both albums to people, 

I've found people enjoyed this more - it still 

functions as dance music. 

Lauren: Its heart beats slower than a lot of 

dance, though. 

Kick: It's not sanguine in the same way disco 

was - but it is weightless and dreamlike in 

the same way a lot of synth disco was. 

Louis: You can trace the line straight from 

Lydia Lunch through to this. It is to disco 

what no-wave could be to punk - insectoid, 

inhuman, sapped of passion. 

Everett: Lydia Lunch? You thinkthis has 

sexual presence? I'd say it's a little too 

elegant for that. Perhaps her Eighties 

NY peers, Cristina and ESG? 

Louis: Early Glass Candy/Chromatics was 

totally unleavened no-wave. It's been a 

remarkable progression. 

Kick: It's so classy. Even when it's trashy. 

Lauren: There's a certain resignedness to it. 

More for the house party than the club. 

Everett: It's resigned, sure - and beautiful in 

its resignation. Audrey Hepburn totally 

would have shuddered to this. 

Ringo: I can hear the influence of Texan 

hip-hop. It's the promethazine. 

Kick: Italians Do It Better had the kind of 

crossover in the media we had expected, but 

I don't know if that translated to sales. .. ? 

Louis:They like being of cult appeal, I think. 

Ringo: Nothing is sustained, everything 

is disposable. 

Kick: I don't think everything's disposable - a 

lot of this sounds pretty momentous to me. . . 

and colourful, if violets rather than yellows. 

They're pretty irresistible. Exquisite poise. 

Vivian Girls 

Vivian Girls (In The Red) 

"Guitars say clang, drums answer splash 
and the girls - like the bone-tired and self- 
aware heroines of a Fitzgerald novel on a 
sharp but graceful downward spiral - let 
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their voices span the space behind like 
trailing blue-black flags." (kicking_k, 
PlanB#37) 

Louis:This year, people stopped being spiky 

and started being reverb-y. 

Kick: Named after Henry Darger, who you 

should Google if you don't know, 'cause 

he did write the single longest single-person 

work of art in human history and died 

in obscurity. 

Lauren: I like the way they look, too, 

as superficial as that might seem. A bit 

threadless and worn, clotheswise, I mean. 

Ringo: I love the sound of people with limited 

technical ability playing at the limits of their 

capabilities. 

Louis: Interesting to hear howthey talk 

about liking the lyrics of Sixties girl groups, 

as something they can relate to. 

Ringo: Fear and joy and frustration and lust 

and ineptitude, a great combination. Are they 

really ideologically retro? 

Kick: But, clearly, they replicate those 

influences imperfectly. 

Lauren: Everywhere I go there are polka 

dots and Fifties-style tearooms and 

people dressed as Katy Perry - this is the 

antithesis of that. . .C lattery, good-time, 

vaguely punky pop that I would have, 

admittedly, loved to make in a band at 

college. I wish I had. Instead I played flute 

InLesMis. 

Kick:They seem to be deliberately produced 

in a way which is... unclean (see also:Times 

New Viking). It's funny that bands are doing 

that to alienate digital audiences, maybe. . . ? 

Everett: Vivian Girls get Ramones the way no 

group since Shop Assistants got Ramones. 

Don't think they're deliberately produced 

unclean -they sound this way because they 

they didn't want to sound any other. 

Louis: Maybe it's a year for doing a genre but 

producing it ALLWRONG ON PURPOSE and 

pretending you're new. 



Everett:This is so not new, SO NOT NEW, 
that it clearly is. The music of my twenties 
has now been entirely forgotten and so 
the way is clear for lashings of it to appear 
again. 'Philosophy Of The World' of course, 
but isn't everything? 

Metronomy 

Nights Out (Because) 

A fluctuating release date meant that the 
debut LP from Joseph Mount's smart 
electro-popsters fell through the gaps of 
the Plan B reviews schedule - but it clawed 
its way back onto the list with a flashing 
LCD light stuck right there on its chest. 
Ringo: So. . .talking about 'wrong' sounds, 
I think where Metronomy succeed is when 
they use their wrongest. 
Kick: Yeah - even its pleasures are queasy. 
Lauren: I love its melancholy. Needly, waspy 
guitars. Those broken chords are like regrets. 
Everett: I love the way Metronomy still feel 
laced together from all the discards piled in 
one corner of the mixing booth. 
Kick: 'Heart Rate Rapid' was - with Wiley's 
'Wearin' My Rolex' my dancefloor song of 
the year-amazing. 
Louis: I find it a bit too over-wonked. 
Kick: 'Over-wonked' is nice, but you're 
wrong. It's hot like concussion. They said they 
wanted to make a full-featured album, and 
I think they did. The other album I'd put in the 
same category is Late Of The Pier's. But that 
was more like insane glam rock gone weird. 
Lauren: Icky green lights and feet sliding 
across gunky floors. And I love the way their 
vocals swoop/slip/moonwalk up and down 
scales - oh, seriously, so sublime. 
Kick: Yeah, absolutely - it's far from just 
being a boring assemblage of established, 
proven noises and tricks. I like that it's all the 
stuff about nights out (album name! A Co- 
ink-i-dink?) that aren'tthose glamourised by 
most dance records. 



Kevin Barnes always strikes me as a 
man in masterful - nay virtuosic - 
control of his own mental 
breakdown 



Wild Beasts 

Limbo, Panto (Domino) 

" If you owned that voice? Yeah, you might 
think about keeping it under wraps too. At 
least until you'd worked out how the hell to 
use it responsibly - you know, without 
causing gross physical injury to strangers, 
derailing passing trains, that sort of thing." 
(TimJonze,/ ? /aA?^#35) 
Everett: Wild Beasts! WILD 
BEEEEEASSSSTSSSSSSSS! ! ! 
Kick: I saw someone somewhere refer 
to these as among the 'new eccentrics'. 
Louis: I think they are elegantly odd, though. 
Like, eccentric, but not too contrived. Once 
you got past the warbling-gargling vox, and 
the slightly peculiar arrangements, the songs 
are all keepers. 

Lauren: It's certainly refreshing amid this 
year's the chug-chug-beer-glug lad-indie, 
but, I dunno - it's so coflsc/bt/s/y weird and 
warbling and bombastic, isn't it? 
Frances: But lovely and dextrous, like Mark 
Hollis or Billy Mackenzie. Also: the sense 
of space, the guitar patterns, the elliptical 
vocal lines... 

Everett: The boy can't sing. He clearly can't 
sing. Don't have a pop at him just cos he's 
singing his heart out. 
Kick:They're kind of an unfolding musical 
from somewhere when life was not simpler. 
Louis: Yes, it's a strange but successful linking 
of two very different eras. The Great War 
meets Eighties Glasgow, gets on fine. 
Everett: Folk who like Associates like Wild 
Beasts likeTinyTim like Radiohead. . . 
whoops, how did that slip in. Sometimes (not 
often), I think this is what Thorn Yorke would 
sound like if he had a sense of humour. 
Lauren: I guess I'm fed up with this whole 
'I want to go back to a time where I can wear 
a trench coat and use a walking stick at age 
twenty-four and stand cockeyed on the train 
reading giant philosophical tomes and be 



wistfully melancholy but actually quite happy 
to be so faux-miserable' guise. 
Frances: Boys pretending to be poets will 
always be with us. 

Rings 

Black Habit (Paw Tracks) 

"Circling out-of-phase guitar mutterings 
drop pinpricks throughout harmonies that 
skate across the heavens with elegance, 
and drop back to earth with a pounded, 
tribal rhythm. . .With these Rings, I take 
thee." (Ben Webster, PlanB#29) 
Lauren:Their name so aptly conjures their 
music, and vice versa. Lots of tiny, individual 
things going on - but all cyclical. 
Everett: Elliptical and passionate and smart, 
like Nista Nije Nista, and female - definitely 
female - and full of sudden thrills and noise. 
Kick:The fact you can half see the working 
is a big part of the fun. Different parts 
threading through the mix. 
Frances: Yeah, I love that. You often become 
very aware of it when women work together, 
because they are very aware of it. 
Kick:This is probably the record that snagged 
in my head the most this year because, 
y'know, the tunes are so strong. . . 
Lauren: Just the image of a 'circle' has so 
many ritualistic connotations; rings, circles, 
gatherings... 

Louis: Ritualism is kinda in, isn't it? 
Frances: Reaction to helplessness in face 
of global capitalist meltdown = increase in 
mysticism. Rationalism will be back in 201 0. 
Kick: It's still urban and modern, though. 
Frances: I find it really moving in an 
inexplicable way, and I dunno why. 
Everett: Beautiful and unnerving, the same 
way Raincoats were. Not sure the voice isn't 
a fraction overdone, but fascinating anyway 
-you could easily lose months in this. 
Louis: I sense this, too, is a template that can 
go places. 
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collected works: reissues of the year 

A Guy Called Gerald - Black Secret Techology (Rephlex) 

Aphex Twin -Selected Ambient Works 85-92 (R&S) 

Arabian Prince -Innovative Life: The Anthology (Stones Throw) 

Art Ensemble Of Chicago - Les Stances a Sophie (Universal Sounds) 

Baby Dee -The Robin's Tiny Throat (Durtro Jnana) 

John Baker-The John BakerTapes Vol 1/2 (Trunk) 

Bruce Haack- Haackula (Omni) 

Kluster-Vulcano:Live InWuppertal 1971 (Important) 

Liquid Liquid - Slip In And Out Of Phenonemon (Domino) 

Magazine - Peel Sessions (Virgin) 

Nadja- Skin Turns To Glass (The End) 

OMD - Dazzle Ships (Virgin) 

Pita - Get Out (Editions Mego) 

The Replacements - Sorry Ma, Forgot To Take Out The Trash/Let It Be (Rhino) 

Suicide - Live 1 977-78 (Blastfirstpetite) 

Teenage Jesus And The Jerks - Shut Up And Bleed (Cherry Red) 

The Thing - Now And Forever (Smalltown Superjazz) 

Various - Dreams Come True: Classic First Wave Electro 1 982-1 987 (Domino) 

Various -An England Story (Soul Jazz) 

Various -Victrola Favourites (Dust-To-Digital) 

Various -Tighten Up Volume One: Deluxe Edition (Trojan) 

Dennis Wilson - Pacific Ocean Blue (SonyBMG) 

Robert Wyatt- Rock Bottom/Old Rottenhat/Dondestan Revisited (Domino) 




Kick: I can see these guys andTelepathe 
doing amazing things. 
Frances: It's a proper song, you know? Like 
you could totally 'proper' it up. I'm not saying 
that's a good thing but I like that it could 
work with a bigger arrangement. It is very 
'NYC now' but it has a deeper magic also. 

Lindstrom 

Where You Go I Go To (Smalltown 
Supersound) 

"Where most dance producers show only 
the vaguest ideas of harmonics, 
Lindstrom's chords are a welcome lift- 
sweetminor-to-major-and-back-again 
loops that you wish would go on forever." 
(Robin W\\ks, Plan B #36) 
Frances:This is his 'non-dance' album -while 
it has a pretty steady 4/4 and lovely filters 
going on, it's clearly listening music- along 
the lines of Manuel Gottsching etc- music 
which has gone from 'beyond the pale' to 
'fashion fwd' this year. 
Kick: It does feel everso sophisticated. 
Frances: It's travelling music for sure - 
headphones, aeroplane, Berlin Schonefeld 
airport. Solitary. Although it is pretty sexy. 
Lauren:There is something so. . .elevated 
about this. I'd listen to it on take off rather 
than touch down. I find it very comforting. 
Frances:To be honest once all the melodies 
kick in I like it less. 

Louis: It's much nicer when it falls into 
a groove and the melodies just undulate. 
Everett: Urn. No. Really, no - this is the music 
I was trained to destroy. I have failed, 
dismally. Still, I know what to put on if I want 
to clear the deck after a late barbie . . . 
Kick: A lot of this music would work in 
tandem with the kind of epic shots you 
get in nature docs. Or IMAX films. 
Lauren: Lindstrom as a whale: glides 
downstream scooping silvery shoals in his 
streamlined maws... 



Frances: I am not sure about the melody 
being on a guitar- but that's been another 
thing of this year/last year- Balearic. 
Lauren: So, Lindstrom, in sum: whales on pills 
at five in the morning, by a Balearic island. 

The Bug 

London Zoo (NinjaTune) 

"Kevin Martin and a cross-borough cross- 
generational mob of London MCs' idea of 
the city as human zoo, of us all caged up 
together in some nightmare ark: 'We can 
see the danger signs for the West loud and 
clear. If you live in London, you're facing 
that reality day in day out.'" (Ben Mechen, 
PlanB3S) 

Louis: In a way I think it's the record Kevin 
Martin had been threatening to make for 
years. Helped along by a strong theme - 
inner-city (London) pressure - and a strong 
complement of MCs from numerous genres 
(dancehall, grime, dubstep). 
Kick: Yeah - it makes me think of that thing 
MIA said about London having something 
to give to the world, and it being this kind 
of. . . living stew. The noises are like 
public sculptures. 

Frances: Yeah, but each song has a really 
particular sonic universe. 
Kick: It's so dramatic.This captures London 
like saturated polaroids. Basement, brick, 
rust, tar. . .from an old metropolis rather than 
some thrusting bunch of skyscrapers. 
Frances: I put this on a lot when I'm getting 
ready to go out, particularly 'Skeng'. I'm 
not sure what influence it's had on my 
clothes choices. 

Louis: I think I romanticise London a lot so 
I will always be a sucker for a record like this. 
Frances: Yeah, me too -to be cynical it's a 
nice way to experience parts of London we 
might not otherwise. I guess I like to be 
reminded that London is so many things to 
so many people - that feeling of connection/ 



disconnection you get when you walk past 
a car that's booming out dancehall and you 
like it but you know it's not yr London, but it 
kind of is, but it isn't-thatfeeling, I like it. 

The Wave Pictures 

Instant Coffee Baby (Moshi Moshi) 

"The Wave Pictures' subject matters are 
modest, their style is classic, their sound is 
clean . . . David Tattersall's lyrics are pure ( "/ 
die for music/I die for beauty") and they're 
dumb ( "And you went and got cystitis, 
DIDN'T YOU! ") but it's the solos that'll get 
ya." (Tom Howard, Plan £#32) 
Kick: I was initially a bit suspicious of 
him, but he impressed me with his 
neurotic expressiveness. 
Lauren: I think I've been a little overfaced 
with these kinds of lyrics this year, though. 
The amount of songs I've heard that hold up 
cups of coffee and jars of chutney and 
rumpled T-shirts and so on as these 
enormous symbols is staggering. . . 
Kick: Yeah, but it's more disposable camera 
raw rather than marketing affectation. 
Frances: I don't like to think about things 
being real or not or what reality is etc etc, but 
there is something very real about this - real 
as in occasionally ugly, slightly embarrassing, 
and not self-consciously cool in any way. 
Everett: I like Wave Pictures for the HOOKS 
nottheWORDS, because WORDS are 
overrated. It's the RIFFS and the BEAT, which 
feels so relaxed and natural, but mostlyTHE 
VOICE. Great indie rock should be on a par 
with great gospel singers, it should be all 
about the indoctrination, the idiocy. 
Kick: Jonathan Richman must be an 
enormous influence - but they're like his 
curmudgeonly nephews. If they were a 
family, he'd be dancing like an idiot and 
they'd be arms folded and awkward. 
Louis: It's just nice to hear a band feeling 
comfortable in what they do. 



Everett: It struts without ever once resorting 

to a swagger. The guitar solos 

are cool because they exercise restraint, 

don't shred and actually take you 

places you want to go. 

Frances: I like the sound too - it reminds me 

of the stuff I like on Stolen Recordings too, 

for the same reason - it's produced really 

generously and freshly and isn't compressed 

into indie hell. 

Burning Star Core 

Challenger (Plastic/Hospital 
Productions) 

Enveloping drone from the multitalented 
C SpencerYeh, released 2007 on Plastic 
but unearthed for a wider release on 
Dominick Fernow's Hospital Productions. 

Frances:This year, I noticed that a few noise 
artists seemed to go more melodic. 
Louis: Yeah, I heard a lot of quote-unquote 
noise records that did a lot of interesting 
things with melody, and investigated 
unconventional themes. Records old and 
new. Challenger was the best of a crop of 
good stuff on Hospital: Shallow Waters, 
Jason Crumer, Maurizo Bianchi . . . 
Lauren: It's weird: from certain gigs I've been 
to over the last few years, it seems that the 
noise scene(s) (in Manchester/Leeds), 
despite supposedly being about freer limits/ 
no limits, are the ones with the most rules/ 
expectations/taboos. 
Frances: I find it disappointing, a little, 
when noise artists get to this point where 
they feel it's a form that has boundaries, so 
they change direction rather than explore the 
boundaries-one thing I keep hearing is that 
improvisation gets boring. Well no, becoming 
a good improviser is about never finding it 
boring. For me, improvisation is a constant, 
constant learning process. To stop because 
you got to the end of your skills and ideas is 
silly. Get more skills and ideas. 
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Full immersion! In metal! 
FOR A LONG TIME 



Lauren: But anyway- 1 like this record. It's 

very warm and friendly. 

Kick: It's weird - working so texturally feels 

like a different part of the musical brain, 

almost. It's not so much about connecting 

discrete units. 

Louis: Challengeris essentially simply 

a drone record, but it's beautifully done, 

and seems to drift free of any particular 

expectations of the form. 

Frances:This is similarto some 'classic' 

British noise - stuff that takes a lot of its cues 

from krautrock, like Astral Social Club for 

example. . . I like Spencer's vocal work on this, 

it's kind of absurdist and sweet. 

Louis: What other noise records did you enjoy 

this year, Frances? 

Frances: Hair Police, Astro, Zaimph, 

Skullflower, Emeralds, Jazkamer, MoHa!, 

Twi I it Grotto... lots of stuff. 

Toumani Diabate 

The Mande Variations (World Circuit) 

"Diabate brings a technical precision that 
borders on autistic and a dedication to 
practice that borders on monastic. . . You'd 
have to go back in time to the 1 7th century 
to find something that bore even the 
slightest resemblance in the UK or Germany. 
But this is a genuinely beautiful album and 
breath-taking in its virtuosity, both hypnotic 
and seductive." 
(JohnDoran,P/dfl£#34) 
Louis: Lauren said the other day that it might 
look like we were picking this as the token 
world music record, which made me think 
about that for a bit - but actually the record 
I most bracket this with internally is Joanna 
Newsom's Ys. Rolling, ornate, expansive. . . 
Frances: She is very influenced by kora, uses 
some of the same polyrhythmic techniques. 
And Diabate is someone who wants to look 
outside a traditional frame of reference - he 
played on Bjork's album and performed with 



the LSO, and this album apparently contains 
references to Morricone and Ali Farka Toure. 
Lauren: I always wish I had the kind of 
dedication to an instrument that people like 
Diabate have. To be so dogged in pushing it 
to its limits, to explore more and more of 
what can be done with it. It's even more 
impressive when it's a tradition that has been 
passed down for generations; it's so easy 
to feel like there is nothing left to discover. 
Kick:The musicianship is pretty stunning, 
obviously. Just in terms of, y'know, getting 
fingers to pluck out such complex clusters, 
sometimes at the speed of rain . . . 
Frances: And the recording is brilliant- it's so 
hard to record this kind of thing, I imagine. 

Original Silence 

The Second Original Silence 
(Smalltown Superjazz) 

"Here's Thurston Moore and Terrie Ex 
giving full vent to their most out-there 
guitar scramblings, The Thing's Mats 
Gustafsson blowing so hard it's a wonder 
his lungs don't spew out the end of his 
horn, and Jim O'Rourke torturing an FX 
board alongside the ultimate rhythm 
section nailing it down like a giant rubbery 
kraken. Blow your brains out, baby; this is 
free." (Euan Andrews, Plan £#38) 
Louis:We were listening to this earlier, and 
it's almost cartoonish in its groove and 
intensity. Mad jazz jamz. 
Lauren: I imagine the sax is one of the most 
empowering instruments to play. 
Everett: Music as liberation therapy. Music 
that is far more fun to play than listen to 
(well, I would imagine) -this isn't intended 
as a diss, just an observation. Gotta confess 
that track two has got the measure of me - 
as Isaac puts it, it's totally beaten me down. 
Kick: I find skronkier stuff really difficult to 
like, but the restlessness of this kind of 
overrides that. I think if it was less rush hour- 



sounding I'd take exception to the crazy 
embellishments. As it is, they just kind of 
become things we're speeding past. 
Frances: I think they very successfully 
combine free-rock, jazz and electronics, 
which is not that easy to do. 
Louis: Is this emblamatic of where 
experimental jazz is in 2008? 
Frances: Possibly-the loosening up of 
instrumentation and playing styles seems 
to be on the increase. 

Louis: It's breathless, energetic, sustained. . . 
but also quite playful. 
Lauren: My brain has short circuited. 
Frances:Terrie's great because the rest of 
the band (I've seen them play this year, minus 
the SY peeps) are very trained, albeit very 
wild players, and Terrie just plays with a 
proper punk intensity, dances around, etc. 
It's important that a noise/improv 
supergroup like this has at least a few 
members who are from a more DIY 
background. 

Kick: It is really demanding to listen to; 
couldn't soundtrack anything else. It's like 
sitting at a fire, a crazy neon hearth. 
Frances: That's why I listen to it. It's fun ! 

Harvey Milk 

Life. . .The Best Game In Town 
(Hydrahead) 

"When 'Good Bye Blues reveals itself to 
be a rendition of the Looney Tunes 'That's 
All Folks!' theme, it brings home Harvey 
Milk's understanding of the silliness of rock 
music. The rest of the album demonstrates 
they've listened to and adored a vast 
amount of it." (Noel Gardner, Plan £#36) 
Everett:This would've been absolute Everett 
True music circa 1 993. It is now 2008. 
Frances: Headbanging from the OLD DAYS. 
Lauren: I love how it chugs and stammers 
just as everything's becoming heavy- great 
sense of limbering up and then reining in. 



Frances:This was a year for early Nineties 
bands returning. The thing is, I do honestly 
find them heavier and way more fun than 
the younger alternatives, if such things exist. 
Everett: Everett True has moved on. (And 
I only ever liked ZZTop for the beards, like 
everyone else my age.)This music sounds 
like it takes itself way too seriously for me 
to do the same. 

Louis: A super-heavy Melvins thing, 
but ultimately with a bit of a blue-collar 
rock'n'roll thing, a kind of US radio vibe. 
They are songwriters, not just riffmeisters. 
Kick:This sounds like the insides of a car. 
I like whoever is on 'carburettor-noise'. 
Lauren: I feel like it's scraping out my 
stomach lining. 

Louis: Right here they reference 'Waiting 
ForThe Man'. And then: "Woke up, got out 
of bed/Put a pistol to my head"- followed 
by a closing piano clang like the end of 'A Day 
In The Life'. Classisists? Jokers? Both? 
Frances: They've always had this kind 
of irreverent thing going on -their 
Singles record is a good one for that 
sense of just total fuck-uppage, perversion 
of rock, etc etc. 

Lauren:There's so much ridiculous space 
on this record. I can't believe how LOUD it 
sounds. It would sound absolutely massive 
even on the lowest possible volume. It's like 
it's been recorded in a bottomless well. 
So much depth. 

Kick: It's always pretty hairy, and I find excess 
of testosterone a mite alienating - but it's 
pretty well-proportioned. It's not steroidy 
or stale. 

Frances: Yeah, I think this kind of music, 
weirdly, suits longevity really well. I would 
never have thought so, but actually that 
amount of time to build up yr powers is 
entirely proper and right and results in 
some great music. Full immersion! In metal! 
FORALONGTIME. 
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this was your year 

Plan B passes the mic to some of our favourite people 
and says: 'So 2008: how was it for you?' 



■ 
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Jim Sclavunos, The Bad Seeds/Teenage 
Jesus And The Jerks 

2008 found me: Touring Dig, Lazarus, Dig!!! most 
of the year, breaking sticks and busting knuckles left 
and right. We've aged like a bunch of fine winos, 
full-bodied and complex, robust and spicy, slightly 
fruity. 2008 also saw the totally unexpected reunion 
of my old band Teenage Jesus And The Jerks at the 



I wisely and gratefully 
wore for my favourite 
show of 2008- 
the mind-blowing, 
unrelenting spectacle 
of My Bloody Valentine 
at the London 
Roundhouse. 



I've watched a man die on 
my doorstep from 12 gunshot 

WOlindS- Angus, Liars 



Knitting Factory in NY. What a difference three 
decades can make: we used to empty Max's Kansas 
City with our caterwaul, now we're an institution! 
I stood in for the late Bradley Field on drum and 
cymbal, Thurston Moore stood in for me on bass, 
and after a 30-year hiatus, Lydia Lunch picked up 
the guitar again, flogging it till it squealed for mercy. 
2008 left me: Thrilled. I happened to be up in 
Harlem visiting a friend at the moment when Barack 
Obama was pronounced winner of the US elections. 
The elections had somehow completely slipped my 
mind but suddenly outside the window we heard 
a distant roaring, cheering, pots being rattled and 
banged, whistles blowing. Small groups began to 
spontaneously gather on street corners, jumping 
up and down, dancing, chanting "Oh-ba-ma! ", 
passing cars honking along in rhythm. That night 
I slowly made my way down Broadway past 
Columbia University to Times Square. All along 
the way, the crowds got bigger and more wildly 
enthusiastic. I've never directly experienced 
anything comparable to this in American politics 
and, cynicthat I am, I doubt I'll witness anything 
like it again for a longtime. 
Favourite album/song/film/book/cultural 
artefact: My favorite artefacts are the earplugs 
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Mia Clarke 

2008 found me: Walking through the brilliant 
streets of Cuba - battling with the US immigration 
system - recording a guitar improvisation with 
Andy Moor [of The Ex] in Amsterdam -listening 
to music by Boris and Fleet Foxes - trying to 
navigate the tug of war between loss and 
gain -ready for the new, unfamiliar. 
2008 left me: Eventually legal in the neon 
wilderness of Chicago - making unexpected 
decisions - seeing friends do amazing things - 
listening to Rodrigo y Gabriela in the morning - 
slow works on new music - in awe of Albertus 
Seba's Cabinet Of Natural Curiosities - watching 
films by Kenji Mizoguchi and Lynne Ramsey - 
admiring the photography of Yamamoto Masao - 
sailing - Santiago Calatrava. 
Favourite album/song/movie/cultural 
artefact: Hush Arbors, Screaming Females, 
Flying Lotus' Los Angeles, The Curtains Of 
Night, Religious Knives, Ferndorf by Hauschka, 
Dragging A Dead Dear Up A Hill by G rou per, 
Microcastle by Deerhunter, Wild Combination: 
A Portrait Of Arthur Russell - and 'Democratic 
Camera', the William Eggleston retrospective, 
in New York City. 



Angus Andrew, Liars 
2008 found me: Trying to teach a bunch 
of five-year olds how to moonwalk to the 
new Wu-Tang record, 8 Diagrams. With the 
year ahead scheduled for touring I promptly 
threw my back out in such a way that left me 
paralytic. I spent the first month on the road 
performing seated and revelling in the vocal 
possibilities of being stationary. 
2008 left me: Moving to Los Angeles and 
reinvigorating my interest in the immediate. 
The Americanisms that so recently appalled 
and annoyed me now serve as fervent 
inspiration. I've watched a man die on my 
doorstep from the 1 2 gunshot wounds he 
got trying to stop a daylight robbery. 
The country is awash by the ridiculous 
political 'campaign trail', ripe with all the 
showmanship and sloganeering that defines 
this place, and feeding the unending 
appetite for fear and paranoia. I am certain 
this where we must write our next record. 
Favourite album/song/film/book/ 
cultural artefact: The Olympics, 
The Raw Shark Texts by Steven Hall, 
Portishead's Three. 



Joakim Haugland, Smalltown Supersound 

2008 found us: Planning our SXSW showcase. 
Setting up a new imprint, Stromland Records, 
together with Lindstrom. Getting The Thing in 
the studio with Steve Albini. Releasing new records 
by Tussle, Serena-Maneesh, Lindstrom, 
Nisennenmondai, Original Silence, among others. 
2008 left us: Getting ready for 2009 with new 
signings Meanderthals, KXP and Mungolian Jet Set 
as well as Lean Left on Smalltown Superjazz. We 
also made more vinyl in 2008, and that makes us 
feel better and more like a real record label. 
Favourite song/record/book/film/cultural 
artefact: No Age, Nouns. Fjorden Baby's 'Karoline'. 
Enter Naomi. SST, LA And All That by Joe Carducci. 
Du Levende by Roy Andersson. 



Eugene Robinson, Oxbow 

2008 found me: On top of the world . . .Oxbow's The Narcotic Story had had 
its producer [Joe Chiccarelli] nominated for a Grammy for producing it, and 
my book Fight: Or Everything You Ever Wanted to Know About Ass Kicking 
But Were Afraid You'd Get Your Ass Kicked For Asking had just been released, 
a book tour ensued, and later Oxbow toured the UK and Europe with 
Harvey Milk. On top of that, shows with Barry Adamson and collaborations 
with everyone from Xiu Xiu, Conifer, Blevin Blechtum, Strings Of Consciousness, 
Lydia Lunch seem to all be pointing to 2008 as a singular year to remember. 
However... 

2008 left me: Bitter, broke and armed. For good reasons? Not at all: for not 
being rich enough. While it is widely known that I am handsome enough, well 
hung enough, genius enough for several normal humans, my continued penury 
is bedeviling/bewildering. However... as a friend of mine notes: It's what's 
inside that counts. Now if you excuse me I am off to tell that to my landlord, 
the grocery store, the gas station, and the hookers I frequent. 
Favourite album/song/movie/cultural artefact: Heath Ledger's Joker. 
I typically hate actors. HOWEVER, Ledger's take on Brando as the Joker was 
a lyrical bit of improvisational work that I like to think was made up on the 
spot and after which he had the tremendous indecency to die. And yet, country 
music soldiers on. This, and Goldf rapp. Which might suggest an affection for 
narcotics on my part. 



Alex Neilson 

2008 found me: Broken-hearted. As winter expired 
into spring, subsequent tours of the US (with Baby 
Dee), recording sessions in Spain (with Josephine 
Foster) and jaunts to the easterly most recesses 
of the EU (with Six Organs and Current 93) 
couldn't plug the hole in my heart. But it did 
provide invaluable inspiration for my latest 
favourite obsession: writing songs. This, 
supplemented by intensive examinations of 
some titanic artists - Frank Sinatra, Bob Dylan, 



Mickey Newbury, 
Elvis, Rimbaud, 
Dylan Thomas, 
William Morris and 
the many-splendoured 
feathers of David 
Munrow-has 
radicalised the way 
I perceive and interact 
with the world, in 
a good way. 





2008 left me: Despite 

being bludgeoned 
daily with threats of 
impending global 
meltdown, I, like some 
contented barnacle 
glued to the Titanic, am 
still clinging onto the 
flimsy, old fashioned 
notion that life is full of 
beauty and mystery and 
joy and... fuck the credit 
crunch! I started out 
with nothing and 
I still got most of 
it left. 

Favourite album/ 
song/film/cultural 
artefact: Bonnie 
'Prince' Billy's Lie Down 
In The Light, Nalle's 
'Unto You', the 
new Batman film 
The Dark Knight, 
The Wire, Cafe Oto. 



Brian Chase, The Seconds/Yeah Yeah Yeahs 

2008 found me: Whetted vetted fetid indebted; 
muttered shuttered stuttered buttered; sexed and 
vexed, waxed and licked, crossed and ticked, lusted 
and trusted, knackered and tuckered, pierced and 
pieced, teased and yes - at ease. Starting stitching 
itching i-Ching opening. 

2008 left me: Breathing teething eyeing sneezing 
hearing touching smelling crying eating peeing 
shitting stretching lengthening fasting wanting 
needing wishing having sharing; drier wetter 
rougher smoother lighter leaner closerfarther 
further nearer tougher meaner sweeter bitter 
happier; and yes - at ease. 
Favourite album/song/film/cultural artefact: 
Mary Halvorson's Dragon's Head. Mary's new record 
for a trio of guitar, bass and drums is breathtaking - 
the compositions, performances, band interplay, 
everything. It's the perfect synthesis of the 
sensibilities we love -the attitude of punk, the 
freedom of improvisation, the consideration of 
classical - it is at once the avant-garde of punk, 
the avant-garde of jazz, the avant-garde of classical. 
It gives hope and vision and excitement for the 
possibilities of the future. 
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David-lvar Herman Dune 

2008 found me: I was excited to have my father record with Herman Dune for 
our new album. He is a fantastic singer, but had never been in a studio. I was 
excited because I got to see Leonard Cohen play. I've grown up with his songs 
and never got to see him play before, so I travelled to Portugal to catch his tour. 
2008 left me: My father only needed one take, and sang beautifully, and played 
beautiful harmonica. I'm so used to being in studios myself that I felt humble in 
front of such talent. Leonard Cohen commanded the audience like none, and 
still he was calling us his "friends". One of the best performances I have ever, 
ever seen. 

Favourite record/book/film/cultural artefact: Silver Jews' Look Out 
Mountain, Look Out Sea. Also, Groucho Marx's Groucho And Me. I had never 
read this book, although I love Groucho and his brothers with all my heart. 
The book is full of clever and witty language, new jokes, and great anecdotes 
that I assumed were true, like a tennis game between two great pairs: Groucho 
and Ellsworth Vines, Charlie Chaplin and Fred Perry... 



plan b 1 45 



ft€l//€W of 200*8 






wm 



Scout Niblett 

2008 found me: Putting HoweGelb'sSno/Ange/in my car stereo. 
It ended up staying there the whole year. It's the only album I've been 
listening to while driving. I started re-reading some old books on 
astrology, one being The Lark And The Eagle by Bernadette Brady that 
focuses on the personality of each solar and lunar eclipse. Favourite 
song was 'Hey Joe' by Daniel Johnston, which I had to learn forthe 
tour I went on with him in July. 

2008 left me: Listening a lot to 'I've Got Dreams To Remember' by 
Otis Redding. I have become even more obsessed with gemstones 
than ever before, and the powers that they hold within them. I've 
started to collect semi-precious green stones especially. I just read 
a book on Dracula -the real one, Vlad The lmpaler...l think its called 
In Search Of Dracula and it's totally inspired some music I'm writing. 
Favourite album/song/film/book/cultural artefact: The DVD I got 
on Sacred Harp singing called Awaken My Soul. The second disc has 
some amazing clips of Sacred Harp singing in churches all overthe US. 







Photography: Cat Stevens 



Marnie Stern 

2008 found me: 

Working on new 
material and eager 
to record my 
sophomore album. 
It found me not 
sleeping much, 
anticipating the 
coming election, 
reading a lot of 
biographies, 
watching movies 
on my computer, 
drinking blue moon 
beer in the 
afternoons, 



An orchestra piece -In A Happening by 
ML Knowles. A three-bedroom flat. 
Making crap instruments. Hanging out 
with Ally, my girlfriend. Esser. Mystery 
Jets. Capitol K's new record. Ghostpoet. 
Man Like Me. Oily Coats. In The Woods. 
At Bronze Club with Golden Silvers. The 
Invisible. Listening to Elan playing 
melodica. Learning to ride a bicycle. 
2008 left me: III, tired, disorganised, 
with less hair. Whisky with no mixer. A 
different sleeping pattern. No internet, 
no nicotine. Doomcore, speedcore, 
noisecore, Frenchcore, Mexicore. 
Favourite song/album/film/cultural 
artefact: 'Francis Bacon' by Lime 
Headed Dog, Fulborn Teversham, Gone 
Baby Gone. 



Angel Deradoorian, Dirty Projectors 

2008 found me: Playing festivals in Spain and 
Portugal. I think we were all super excited to play 
the Primavera festival in Barcelona - like one huge 
party with an excellent soundtrack. The show in 
Lisbon atZDB Gallerie was also amazing. Plus, we 
got to spend some days there exploring the city and 
all fell in love with the beauty and culture of Lisbon. 



Reading In Search Of Dracula totally 
inspired some music I'm writing 



-Scout Niblett 



Stuart Braithwaite, Mogwai 

2008 found me: Busy. At the start of the year we 
had finished writing our new record and were 
getting ready to go in to the studio with Andy Miller 
to record. It's always a weird time when a record 
is written but not recorded. You've done the hardest 
part, but completion seems a million miles away. 
Even though this was our sixth album, it's not a 
process that I've ever gotten totally used to. We also 
had a busy year with Rock Action, as we had records 
about to be finished by James Orr Complex, Errors, 
Desalvo, Remember Remember and Part Chimp. 
2008 left me: Tired, but happy. 
Favourite album/song/movie/cultural artefact: 
The Dark Knight. The build up was a total frenzy of 
anticipation and thankfully it didn't disappoint. It's 
such a shame that Heath Ledger passed away, as it 
was set up so well for another film with the Joker. 

Josie Long 

2008 found me: At the start of the longest tour 
I have ever done and will ever do. Needing to buy 
a bike and get my eyes tested. 
2008 left me: A skint, tubby hermit who still needs 
a bike and to get her eyes tested. But I have been 
on a train across New Zealand and had a night-time 
picnic in Montreal. Also I'm going to start growing 
herbs, I think. 

Favourite song/album/book/film/cultural 
artefect: Everything/Everything by Simon Bookish. 
It's energetic and funny and fascinating. Also, 
I made the fifth issue of my zine, Drawing 
Moustaches In Magazines Monthly Magazine 
(Bi-Monthly) this year, and it's probably in the top 
three issues I've made so far. 
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swimming during 
the summer months, 
knitting iPod cases for 
my tour, and smoking 
too many cigarettes. 
2008 left me: Thrilled 
with the release of my 
sophomore record, 
excited about touring, 
working on material 
for my third record, 
thinking a lot about 
science fiction and 
space exploration. 
Favourite album/ 
song/movie/cultural 
artefact: Zach Hill's 
Astrological Straits, 
Ponytail, Talk Normal, 
Krallice, Women. 
I watched the Rocky 
movies too many times 
and could not get 
enough YouTube 
footage of Sarah Palin. 

Micachu 

2008 found me: 

Starting with The 
Shapes. Organised. 
Steroids, antihistamines. 
A record with Matthew 
Herbert. A mixtape, 
Filthy Friends. A string 
quartet - Richard Baker. 




2008 left me: Towards the end of the year, 
Dave and Amber headed out to Portland to get 
the album recording started. We all recorded at 
different times in this huge warehouse space that 
took up half of a city block. Gigantic windows 
lining around the entire building that let in all this 
gorgeous, natural light. It was quite an inspiring 
place to be in to make a record. 



Favourite song/ 
album/film/other 
cultural artefact: 

Roots Manuva, 'Let The 
Spirit Move You'. XX 
Teens, Welcome To 
Goon Island. Arctic 
Monkeys At The Apollo. 



I could not get enough 
YouTube footage of Sarah 

Pal in - Marnie Stern 



Favourite song/album/film/artefact: 

Department Of Eagles, In Ear Park. Daniel Rossen 
and Fred Nicolaus are two excellent dudes who are 
great writers. Encounters At The End Of The World 
by Werner Herzog - the most inspirational and 
doomed film I've seen in a long time. 

Jonathan Meiberg, Shearwater 

2008 found me: In a cave in north Texas, making 
Rook. I thought I might never escape. There were 
coyotes and barred owls to keep me company at 
night, but during the day there was the relentless 
mechanical grind of gas wells being dug nearby. 
2008 left me: Miles older. Glad of the trip. 
Favourite album/song/movie/cultural artefact: 
I just picked up Mount Eerie's new album Lost 
Wisdom, and haven't been able to put it down. 
It's simply and beautifully recorded, and manages 
to be very sad and very light at the same time. Also, 
Shelby Foote's epic The Civil War: A Narrative. My 
great-great-grandfather fought in the Confederate 
army, and I've enjoyed 'following' his journey 
through the course of the war. According to family 
legend, he survived without a scratch, and after the 
surrender at Appomattox, walked home to South 
Carolina to start a family. 

Toddla T 

2008 found me: Leaving my 'real' job to pursue 
music as a full-time focus, which has been my goal 



Spinmaster 
Plantpot 

2008 found me: 

Looking for V-necks 
everywhere and only 
finding roll necks that 
stretch in the wash 
after. Mathew Sawyer 
is God. I need more of 
him and you should too. 
2008 left me: In 
the lurch. It didn't mean 
to, but it did. And it 
stabbed me in the 
heart. Twice. Annika 
didn't pay me for the 
Darren Hayman ticket 
and then she never 
emailed. Fuck 2008. 
Oh yeah, I started 
a band, Sluts. 
Favourite album/ 
song/movie/cultural 
artefact: Every episode 
of Entourage ever. 
Blue Bird's Blood by 
Mathew Sawyer And 
The Ghosts. Ballad Of 
The Band by Felt. The 
old ones are the best. 



Carla Bozulich, Evangelista 

2008 found me: Early in the year I spent dealing. Dealing with things 
that life just brings around. I found myself unexpectedly back in Los 
Angeles with a dear friend as he navigated through the loss of his 
Mom. I was also still recovering from having my face broken by an 
enraged French guy in Paris in mid-November '07 - a random attack 
which left me with a broken cheek, a concussion and 14 more shows 
in Europe before ringing in the newyear. So by January I was taking it 
easy. As for music -mostly listening to the tape deck in my car. A tape 
that Calvin Johnson mixed called something like (I'm paraphrasing) 
'Lesser Known Broken Heart Sisters Of Sassy Soul Of The Sixties'. 
2008 left me: As I write, Barack Obama has just been elected. This is 
not only the highlight of my year but with no doubt, unconditionally 
the greatest thing that has happened in my life. I'm going out of my 
mind with excitement! I never thought I'd see this in my life. 
Favourite album/song/film/book/cultural artefact: 'Ain't No 
Other Man' by Christina Aguilera. None Shall Pass by Aesop Rock. Ezra 
doing live synthesising into our headphones as we slept between gas 
stations. Plus some Xasthur bootlegs. Now excuse me, cuz me and my 
friends are dancing to Sister Sledge! Fuck Joe The Plumber, 
xoCarla 



for about 1 4 years. But when it came down to it, 
I didn't actually want too leave. I thought leaving 
the job would mess with my social formula and 
every other minute would be spent locked away 
making tunes on my ones. 
2008 left me: Some flattering collabs, more remix 
offers I could ever have dreamt, bare time on trains, 
meeting lots of amazing people, a damaged liver. 




Nick Talbot, Gravenhurst 
2008 found me: Again dragging my larynx around Europe like 
a silk glove through a paper shredder. Inhumanly long journeys 
in cramped vans; fatigue, boredom, self-destruction. Seizures, 
sickness, cancellations, reputation and financial ramifications. Vague 
recollections, repeat prescriptions. Singing for my supper through 
tonsillitis, and, now evinced, the Epstein Barr virus, finally, a doctor's 
note reads, 'Quiet, please'. 

DaveCollingwood, my right-hand sticksman of eight years, bowed 
out for a gentler life of session work and cymbal study. Robin and Alex 
concentrated on the Allender Band, and on good terms the finest 
Gravenhurst Sonic Group so far was perversely, necessarily, shelved 
at the peak of its powers. One might think that hard times and hard 
decisions rewards with plenty of ammunition, but catharsis isn't a 
snake to be charmed out of its basket. It will come out when it is ready. 
2008 left me: The pressure I put on myself to write is a self- 
perpetuating, self-destructive force. After three months in a place 
best forgotten, I am solo again; voice, guitar, drones, swells and maps. 
Making 2007's The Western Lands album left me empty. There is 
probably more of me on that album than there is in this room right 
now, but 2008 leaves me enjoying a slower pace, and indebted to my 
manager, friends, family and fans for their continuing support. 
Favourite album/song/movie/cultural artefact: Pleasure Complex 
by War Against Sleep, released via my nano-label Silent Age Records. 
www.silentagerecords.co.uk 
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state of bass 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

The year's tectonic shifts in London low-end # as charted by Kode9 and The Bug 



This year, Hyperdub, the label set up by 
London producer Steve 'Kode9' Goodman, 
has put out a steady barrage of the most 



earth. Releases from the likes of Quarta 
330, Zomby, Samiyam, LV, Ikonika and 
Darkstar have seen the label evolve further 
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scrabbling for new terms to describe their 
output -'wonky', anyone? Oh, and Untrue, 
the second album from his first signee, 
Burial, got a bit of attention too. 

Meanwhile, The Bug - aka London 
bass warrior Kevin Martin - released his 
third LP, London Zoo, and is now preparing 
an album as King Midas Sound, featuring 
vocalist Roger Robinson, for Hyperdub. 
I had a burger and a vanilla and whiskey 
milkshake and we talked about the 
year gone by. 

So did you plan this year's Hyperdub 
takeover? 

9: "[Laughs] No!" 
Bug: "Takeover of what?" 
9: "Why did you call it a takeover?" 
I think it's the best label in the 
world right now. 

": " I'm slightly scared to respond to 
that! I'll tell you what it was, I was bored of 
whinging interviews about. . .everything, 
so I thought it's probably more productive 
to put out a lot of music fast than to bitch 
in interviews. I could write 1 books about 
my complaints. So I thought I would just 
put out music I like." 

So did you go out hunting it? 
9: "No. It just comes." 
So were you getting sent 
loads of stuff before that you 
were just ignoring? 



time to check everything that people 
send me on MySpace. Usually I can just 
run my hand over the screen and I can 
tel I at what part the duck fart will come 
in. ..[bursts out laughing]" 

Bug: "What's nice about what Steve's 
done with Hyperdub is I'm never quite sure 
what the next release is gonna sound like, 
because the people he's chosen to work 
with are quite idiosyncratic. There's very 
little music that's released at the moment 
for aesthetic reasons, or for passion. A lot 
of people make music now because they 
think it's a way of making money. Steve's 
releasing music for the right reasons." 

Do you think it's because the 
artists that you've put out on 
Hyperdub are responding to each 
other as well? 

: "Yeah. There's no doubt about that. 
Obviously people listen to what I'm putting 
out, and that's why I don't have to go 
chasing. There's still blatantly people that 
haven't listened to anything I put out and 
still send cock-step [laughs]. ..that world 
of people that play jump-up everything, 
house, bassline, blah blah. No matter how 
much they slag off dubstep they always 
end up playing the shittest dubstep." 



Bug: "To me, music like that is just 
about attention deficit disorders and 
people who won't really say anything. 



with whatever's the latest thing. There's 
no consistency to emotion or feeling, 
there's no sentiment." 

~ : "Yeah - and there's a ghetto-chic 
thing in some sets which is like anything 
that's black or comes from a ghetto 
anywhere round the world. . . " 

Yeah, don't get me started about 
that! I think Diplo started it... 

9: " It's not that I don't like the music. 
Slagging off people in skinny jeans is not 
really what I was going for in this 
interview! [Laughs]" 

Bug: "The thing is it's inspirational 
to know who the enemy is. And there's 
a lot of enemies. You look around. .. " 

9: [Laughing nervously] 

Bug: "There are a lot of people around 
who I find loathsome.lhere's very few 
people who are prepared to put their 



It's just style over substance. It's easier 
to cope with irony than people saying 
what they believe in. I still have ideals 
that are staged through music and 
I think Steve and his output has integrity. 
Why not have values?" 

What are those values? 

Bug: "To make music that's socially 
and culturally relevant, as opposed to 
throwaway.Why make music that's just 
disposable? I wanna make classic music 
that people will be listening to years down 
the line and say 'Wow', that wow factor 
where you feel satisfied on many levels, 
not just cheesy impact levels." 

That's always been one of the 
premises of rave culture though, 
hasn't it? 

Bug: "I was never, ever, a raver. That's 
one of the reasons I didn't like rave. And 
the sheep-herd mentality of the ravers." 

9: " I was only into rave music when it 
became jungle." 

Because it was. . .darker? 

9: "Not darker, but stripped down... this 
perfect combination of sub-bass and 
drums, and samples from every music you 
wanted. That was the most perfect music 
that's ever existed, and it just existed for 
a couple of years. For me it's all just a mere 
echo of that. I wanted to listen to it for as 
long as possible, even when I was asleep." 

Did you sleep listening to it? 

9: "Yeah. I'd leave tapes on when 
I went to sleep." 

Bug: "Erykah Badu's record, I heard 
it got slated, but for me it's one of the most 
amazing records of the year." 

9: " It captures a moment in American 
history, as well." 

Bug: " It says something. With The 
Bug record, it's a whole entity that says 
something about where it came from and 
where it's going. My frustration with funky 
house is it's just too familiar, and I want 



Funky house really blew up 
in London this year - when were 
syou converted? 

: "I had a moment in the small room 
at FWD/Rinse at The End one night. I'd just 
played in the other room with Flowdan, 
and the little room was half empty. But the 
crowd was totally different. People can 
actually dance! I enjoy watching people 
dance, and I can't remember any time 
in the history of dubstep actually wanting 
to watch people dance." 

Is that because of the people or 
the music? 

9: "Well it's that combination of 
half-step, and men. It's not really an 
attractive combination - the elephant step. 
They dance like an elephant from one foot 
to the other, it's not even a proper skank." 

Apart from Theo Parrish at Sonar, 
going to [Rinse FM show] Circle's 
night was the best thing I've been 
to in years and years, and really full 
of fit people, especially girls. 

9: "That's what I miss. Watching fit 
women dance. Dance well ! " 



You should get her to record it... 

Bug: "I'd love to. That's a really good 
idea. It was a totally surreal meeting." 

Kode9, have you had any 
comparable moments of the year? 

9: "There's been a few gigs that have 
been amazing. We did the live set in 
Montreal, it's the last one we've done, 
apart from the Maida Vale session, and it's 
the most I've seen people going off, people 
were going berserk. So after doing it for a 
year and a half. . . it was like people can do 
what we do when we practise it at home." 

Bug: "[Sarcastically] Don't forget the 
launch party for London Zoo." 

When the soundsystem broke? 

Bug: "I'm scarred. It was the worst 
night of my music life, I think." 

I was supposed to ask you about 
wonky... 

9: "Wonky, funky, it's just the same 
thing really." 

Bug: "Wonky,wolly,waa!" 

9: " It's a word I'm not particularly 
happy to be associated with. Like 
dubstep . . . none of the producers I know 



watching fit women dan 



Bug, you were saying you 
haven't been that caught by funky 
house yet? 

Bug: "No, not really. In all honesty I 
haven't made any great effort. I remember 
walking to FWD on a Sunday night to see 
Pinch play and I think Joker came on after 
him and then Geeneus, and Geeneus 
played a funky set, and being really 
surprised - it sounded fresh - but still not 
blown away. In the past other music has 
wiped me away - Company Flow, early 
dubstep, [Kode9's]'Sine Of The Dub' and 
'Kingston', early Mala stuff, early Loefah. 
I'm very vocal-oriented and most of the 
vocal tracks I've heard are more like garage 
tracks, just being accessories to the track. 
But that's probably more to do with my 
ignorance than the actuality." 

9: " For me it's the drum patterns that 
have got me interested. It's like I forgot 
about drums - for the last five years of 
music I've been lost in bass. But I've always 
been motivated by rhythms more than 
anything, more than vocals, more than 
bass in fact. So, there's a few. . . I don't hear 
anyone doing consistent sets of all the stuff 
I like, but there's a few just rhythm styles 
that just get me straight away." 

Tell me about your amazing 
meeting Grace Jones experience. 

Bug: "She sung 'Killer' in front of 
me on the couch, a capella. She knew the 
lyrics. It made my year! I think we're gonna 
work together on a project. " 



who make wonky want to be associated 
with that word." 

Bug: "It's staying there, it's too late." 

Do you want to say anything on 
Burial being outed? 

9: " It was sad but true that he ended 
up having to do what he had to do. I can't 
really go into my deep loathing of tabloid 
journalists. What do you want me to say 
that hasn't been said 50 million times 
about tabloid journalists?" 

Bug: "What's interesting, with Burial, is 
that quite a few people seem to diss his 
music. He doesn't seem to get the credit he 
deserves to get among producers, it's 
almost because he's become popular." 

Yeah, it's jealousy. 

Bug: "I've got maximum respect 
for him. He's made two amazing albums, 
totally individual. He's done it in a vacuum, 
and found you can make music that's 



9: "That's a crucial string of words... 
populist without being shite. That's all 
we're looking to do, we don't want people 
to stand around and rub their chin..." 

Bug: " It's amazing to see one of your 
peers suddenly do well like that. I'm so sick 
of cynics and ironists, people who wanna 
piss on people for the fun of it. Big up 
anyone who can do it in this industry." 

9: " Big up everyone is what we're 
trying to say." 

Bug: "Happy New Year! From London 
zoo. From in my cage!" 
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When they just loosen 
up and go boldly forth, 
it's glorious 




U! 



a space to call your own 

Words: Adam Anonymous, Noel Gardner, 
Frances Morgan, Louis Pattison 

Arkestra photo: Simon Fernandez 

Don Caballero's set is a perversely enjoyable 
one. Not because they are at the peak of 
performance: a band who, for all their carpal 
tunnel-summoning groundwork in the 
sardonic world of Nineties mathrock, are 
currently drummer Damon Che plus less 
distinguished pals, and long pasttheirbeston 
the evidence of theirtwo 'comeback' albums 
on the Relapse label. Neither are they 
sympathy-winning good eggs: Che drums 
(albeit brilliantly) wearing only his underpants 
and intersperses songs with mothballed anti- 
British humour. Somehow, though, they locate 
the heart of the messy Friday night they're 
thrown into, itchfectious riffs and regrettably 
boorish banter prevailing. 

Their heroically abrasive set concluded, 
Hey Colossus tidy up and get on with being 
attendees at an heroically abrasive festival. 
Pretty much how it should be, except the 
residual guilt summoned when you realise you 
would no longer recognise them two minutes 
after they depart is hard to shake. Caught a 
similar feeling after seeing The Heads in the 
summer; Hey C scratch round The Heads' 
territory as well, y'see, but their punk rock/ 
garage moments are more punk rock/garage 
and their solar plexus-drillingly repetitive 
Krautrock is more solar plexus-drillingly 
repetitive. Thusly are they better: truthfully, 
one of the finest bands in Britain. (NG) 

A rare appearance by UK noise/improv quartet 
Aufgehoben is both deliciously cerebral and 
physically overwhelming. The double drum 
attack of Stephen Robinson and Philip 
Goodland is shot through with pointillist 
disturbance from Gary Smith's guitar, 
alternately defining and smearing the borders 



of the beat. A relentless sub-bass starts to 
permeate the mix, an ominous wedge of low- 
end thrust up through the throat. It's hard to 
tell if the sound comes from Goodland's drums 
or the electronics, synth and processed guitar 
of David Panos, whose command of noise 
textures is tonight on a par with Helge Sten's 
work in Supersilent-a band with a similar 
alchemy of technical expertise, improvisatory 
instinct and extreme sound. Finally, Robinson 
deserts the kit to scrape and bash concrete 
blocks, a strange moment of real-world clarity 
amid Aufgehoben's alien noise designs. 

Corsano/Flower Duo represents, for me, 
the most enjoyable work of both musicians, 
Corsano especially- with Flower he often 
limits his more showy gestures in favour 
of a steady yet still complex space-rock 
thunder. His extended techniques and other 
instruments are kept on the back burner for 
now, as Flower bends like a grass-blade over 
his Japanese banjo - played flat like a lap steel 
- and picks out sharp, fluttering patterns that 
peak again and again. It's bliss-noise, almost 
painful in its pursuit of ecstatic oblivion, and 
the packed room seems caught up in the chase 
too, heading forthe light, following every trill 
and rumble. (FM) 

Despite being fronted by Hokaben's chief 
organisational driving force, the presence of 
stoned-squall rockers Dethscalator here is 
entirely justified on their own merits. With 
riffs the size of London itself, their only two 
self-confessed influences - Black Sabbath and 
Scratch Acid -are undeniable. Considering 
any band that claims zero musical hat tips are 
ordinarily balls-out liars, though, you may as 
well choose the best. Hollering singer Dan 
Chandler paces on a trajectory only he can 
visualise, a bear with a shaven, sore head. 
And in 'Bradford Cockfight' they wield a 
memorable mid-Atlantic scrap played out 
halfway between Birmingham and Texas. 



After drummer/guitarist and co-founder 
David Ewan Campbell's departure, I'm Being 
Good are entering another chapter in their 
1 5-year career. Not that anybody uninformed 
on such minutiae would feel much wiser on 
tonight's evidence. Back gigging after a short 
spell dormant, IBG feel heavier than ever, yet 
all the while maintaining splintered subtleties 
that have made them one of Brighton's most 
consistently notable DIY rock exports. On 
drums, Tom Barnes - clad in what a comrade 
dubs a "realforgotten-your-PE-kit" vest-hits 
skins hard enough to cause serious structural 
damage, clattering climaxes erupting around 
him. As comebacks go, it's comfortably on the 
triumphant side of solid. (AA) 

No-one here knows Katie Stelmanis, a fact 
born out as she pads shyly behind her 
keyboard to just a handful of curious faces as 
the Sun Ra Arkestra blaze into life in a glare 
of saxophone and sequins next door. Minute, 
in sharp riot grrl bob, she's not the obvious 
vessel for an operatic boom of Brunhilda 
proportions - but that's what happens as she 
opens her mouth. Thing is, that's not the 
whole story. Fingers dancing over a keyboard, 
the gothic grandeur of 'In My Favour' is born 
up on billowing, imperious synthesiser, while 
'Join Us' goes somewhat further, imagining a 
mid-point between Bat For Lashes and the 
dilated-pupils acid simmer of Fischerspooner's 
'Emerge'. Add to that a baroque, totally non- 
ironic cover of Roy Orbison's 'Crying' and you 
have to conclude there's no-one else like 
Stelmanis at this festival -or, indeed, 
anywhere. That complete, it's back to the main 
room for the closing blast of the Arkestra. 
The let's-go-to-space vocal pieces feel a little 
bithokey, but when they just loosen up and go 
boldly forth, it's glorious, the 84-year-old 
Marshall Allen launching blasts of screeching, 
giddy alto sax over the band's brightly lysergic 
swing. (LP) 
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Multi-coloured fireworks 
going off in your ears 



djs get doubts 

Words: Euan Andrews 

Johnny Foreigner photo: Owen Richards 

Johnny Foreigner/Dananananaykroyd 

Cabaret Voltaire, Edinburgh 

It's an early show. 'Curfew at 1 0pm'. Curfew? 
Does that mean we have to all rush home 
then, lights out and up with the blackout? 
I realise times are hard and the smaller venues 
need their late night clubs to keep ticking 
over. But do they have to be so blatant about 
it, not let it feel so much like an afterthought 
that as there's this empty space just lying there 
from 7-1 1 they could possibly make some cash 
out of it? Whenever I'm at an early show 
(as they almost always are around here), 
I feel like I'm in a creche, the in-training 
section of the evening. Notthe main event. 

Johnny Foreigner's Alexei Barrow, 
stagehands to his side making frantic 
wrapping-up motions as the clock ticks 
towards 9.50pm, looks resigned and dejected 
as he mutters, "It's really fucking early", at us, 




his pretty young Malcolm McDowell looks 
furrowing in the knowledge it shouldn't be 
like this. But they've all done their best, all of 
them in this little touring gangshow. First up, 
Dananananaykroyd, despite a name 
suggesting an eighties Frat party joke band, 
bounced onto the stage like a six-strong pack 
of hyperactive Tiggers and bashed out some 
sparkling Diet Pop Hardcore, all fake 
moustaches and bantered quizzical in-jokes. 
They try every trick to get the party started, 
finally pouring out into the audience and 
dividing us into two halves primed to rush 
the other side and build a "Wall of Cuddles". 
They are sweet, but it feels a bit forced, like 
a tearful host screaming at us to have fun. 

Johnny Foreigner don't just want to have 
fun; they're professionals. They're slicker, well- 
oiled. They want a career. They piledrive into 
'Some Summers' and it's like multi-coloured 
fireworks going off in your ears, a summer 
anthem laced with sadness at the fact that 
whatever summer there was is already a fast 
fading memory. Alexei squeaks and yelps like 



a pubescent Robert Smith while Kelly crashes 
into her bass so hard I fear it's going to slice 
her in two. They make a good front double act 
- 1 can't help being reminded of Thurston and 
Kim, Frank and, er, Kim. They're friendly, they 
want to reach out and engage with us, they 
get a bewildered audience member up to sing 
the opening BA-BA-BA-BA-BA-RA-BA of 
'Cranes And Cranes And Cranes And Cranes'. 
But they seem melancholy and downcast 
also. Alexei says we might hate them but not 
as much as their label does (but we don't hate 
you, Alexei!), says he fancies the girl on the 
door and "are there any parties on later?" (as 
if he's ready for it to end). As Danananaykroyd 
join them onstage for a final reprise of 'Some 
Summers', I feel as though I've stumbled into 
the closing scene of an Eighties John Hughes 
film, an air-punching celebration of good 
times and being young. At the final crescendo, 
dead on 10pm, Kelly jumps offstage and 
hurtles through the audience, handover 
mouth, towards the ladies. They've put on 
the show. I hope the reality isn't kicking in. 



BuiltTo Spill look like a band with nothing 
to prove. Playing through their 1 997 
slowrock masterpiece Perfect From Now 
On, Doug Martsch stands at the 
embarrassed point at the top of a six man 
'V, wobbling his head restlessly to shake 
out his songs. Rich cello cuts through the 



Show', while three guitarists tease 
arpeggios from strats. Martsch convulses 
like a rapturous pastor, bleating out "No 
one wants to hear what you dreamt about/ 
Unless you dreamt about them " over a 
weedy march of implied power chords. 
Scott Plouf's drumming mirrors the 



whole band's approach: they're expansive 
/vithout being indulgent, ambitious but 



unassuming. The brilliant cover of MIA's 
'Paper Planes' and a carelessly epic version 
of 'Broken Chairs' end the encore. Martsch 
looks miserable, as he has all night. Most 
around me are smiling. 
Thorn Gibbs 

Gang Gang Dam 

Hoxton Bar And Kitchen, Lond 

To begin with, Gang Gang's woozy, ultra- 
percussive tapestry is fractured and 
shapeless, slipping and overspilling. Liz 
Bougatsos indulges her drum arsenal, 
while the gentlemen throw lax electronic 
shapes. It's a slow club build, but this show 
has an early curfew, and there's a worry 
none of this is going to go anywhere. 
A guest arrives - not the expected Tinchy 
Stryder - but a poet nobody seems to 



recognise. He starts off sweary and shaky, 
but his voice grows in power, and he binds 
the band into an actual song, harnessing 
the flailing energy. Soon afterwards tracks 
from the magnificent Saint Dymphna 
belatedly appear, 'Vacuum's dreamy coils 
almost pulling the evening into total focus. 



Then an amp blows, the lights go up early, 
and the sense persists that this didn't quite 
work, that they've yet to themselves 
unlock their own album's dizzying secrets. 
Andrzej Lukowski 

Mahjongg 

Bardens Boudoii 

Who would take a five-strong group 
on tour round Europe, with everyone 
seemingly having a go at everyone else's 
instruments? Who would play a floor- 



twisting brew of ethnodelic electro several 
times removed from Afrobeat, in a para- 
dimensional jam-band style where 
arrhythmia is queen and any cymbal left 
unbent is an oddity? Who would bring no 
less than three desktop computers with 
them all the way from Chicago? Who 



would come on like an addled globalised 
Village People, hi-vee vests and all, from a 
township raised on rambling synthetic 
funk, but who can swing out art-skronk 
with a classic rock chaser when the mood 
strikes? Who would feel happy bursting 



frazzling the PA with digital shrapnel while 
letting rip with close-harmony crooning? 

Why, the answer is simple - Mahjongg 
would, of course. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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Such joy, such camaraderie and 
such balls-out aplomb 
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after the fall 

Words: Jesse DarlirT 

Boys In A Band photo: Hordur Sveinsson 

Airwaves Festival 

Reykjavik, Iceland 

Reykjavik is small and this weekend it's 
bustling, full of American accents and strolling 
Germans and feline-faced Icelandic girls who 
rock the woolly look with consummate grace. 
Everyone is drunk, and everywhere there's 
music on the cold sea breeze. Despite having 
latterly experienced a financial meltdown, 
it's all business as usual at Airwaves, and the 
Icelanders do music business better than 
anybody. I will spend the weekend asking 
everyone why Icelandic bands are so damn 
good: fact, I'd bet 1 2 thousand kronur (it ain't 
worth much these days) that a cross-section of 
five scene bands in Reykjavik - as opposed to, 
say, London -would yield a consistently good 
-and surprising, and diverse- result. 

Singer Boas of exuberant local noise-pop 
heroes Reykjavik! tells me it's because there's 
no money to be made from music; there's only 
local kudos, and the endless prerogative to be 
better than the next band. High stakes in a 
small scene, and here the local talent shines 
brighterthan any import: beatific Wilson- 
esque Hjaltalin, sensual folk from Lay Low, 



accomplished guitar-popsters Benny Hemm 
Hemm, and nutsy electro delight from FM 
Belfast (to mention but a few). 

I spend Friday night at the Idno, a beautiful 
converted theatre on the water. Showcasing 
the brightest acts on the Bedroom Community 
label and featuring violin-hackin' superstar 
Final Fantasy at the top of the bill, the stage 
is alive with trombones and accordions, 
powerbooks and pedals. There's an 
extraordinary set from Amiina and their 
friend and beatmeister Kippi Kaninus; 
beginning soft, like gentle rain, we're soon 
engulfed, drenched, drowned in the sound, 
wave-forms breaking over us, foam on our 
tongues. They're magical fairies -one hugely 
pregnant- in a magical rainland. 

When Owen Pallett takes the stage, it's 
already 2am and he's been playing everyone 
else's music all night. He looks tired. He 
unpacks a Mac, a midi keyboard, a loop pedal. 
And that violin. It's a one-man show with the 
most minimal of equipment, but the sound is 
huge, teetering and towering like a full string 
section. One part restraint and one part 
release, this is new technology in thrall to an 
old technology: hacking protocol, but with 
the utmost affection and respect. 

A few hours of sleep later and it's Saturday 
night at the Reykjavik Art Museum; the 



biggest-capacity venue for the biggest 
international names. 9.30 and already the 
teenage girls are cramming themselves up 
against the barrier, screaming and creaming 
for the melan-choleric country-folk of Bob 
Justman. Ultimately, they're here for Boys In 
A Band. So am I, but I don't know it yet. But 
then they hit it; and I hate unreconstructed 
cock rocking, but when it's done with such joy, 
such camaraderie, and such balls-out aplomb - 
well, shit, I'm all a-quiver, melted to a wet 
cliche and a shit-eating grin like all the rest of 
'em. They don't make 'em like this any more, 
five archetypes evoked by their name: silly, 
camp, irresistibly entertaining. 

Up next are CSS and it's a wash of sludgy 
sound. Vampire Weekend take over, and 
their precision is all sharp angles and pressed 
pants in contrast. They're weird. Preppy and 
stiff-legged, boogying like Elvis all overthose 
'Afro-' beats, although there's nothing 
remotely /A fr/can about them. A sunniness, but 
no tropical heat: it's a brittle East Coast sheen, 
glinting off clear eyes and perfect teeth. I like 
Buddy Holly, and so I love Vampire Weekend 
and every little shuffle of their deck shoes. 

We shuffle out into that sharp cold, pulling 
on the hood-strings and the hip-flask for 
comfort, my head is spinning, and it's not from 
the schnapps. 



Neptune 



The Winchester, Bournem 

They shouldn't be here. We're the kind of 
backwater bands like them will never come 
to. That this is the first gig I've been to since 
moving away, is all the stranger. 

The fabled junkyard instruments - 
a tree of scrap-metal cymbals and gongs, 
primitive oscillators, guitars built from 
metal slabs; Harry Partch via Slayer - 
aren't as spectacular as imagined, 
but that's not the point: it's what they 
sound like. 



Frighteningly structured, dark walls of 
industrial buzz soldered to churning, 
berserk percussion, both drummers 
shrieking (one complete with Brian 
Chippendale mike-mask), necks bulging, 
the lyrics inaudible beneath the scream 
and pulse of electricity (but beyond 
malevolent when that drops away). One 
wonders whether this is what Boston 
ancestors Mission of Burma were 
supposed to be like: a storm of adrenaline 
so fierce, it could burn away the night. 
Daniel Barrow 



Pole 

Voodoo Rooms, Edinbur 

Overhead, chandeliers and mirrorballs 
glitter, the lush opulent decadence of the 
Voodoo Rooms, seemingly at odds with the 
spectral minimalism of Pole. Yet as Stefan 
Betke scrutinises his laptop in front of the 
flickering phase loops of underground film- 
maker Guy Sherwin, a slow metamorphosis 
turns this room into his perfect space. 

Beginning with a juddering barrage of 
crackle and dub before swinging into the 
superhighway drive of 'Winkelstreben', 



Betke blasts out a pulverising and joyous 



hour drawn mainly from last year s 
Steingarten. He darts between screen and 
effects, almost playing the avant-Superstar 
DJ card as he builds up warm layers of 
white noise which then explode into the 
next blossoming cascade. 
Euan Andrews 

Trans Am 

BabaYaga'sHu 

Power math trio Trans Am surge out from 
smoke machine bellows, gurning with the 
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The leader of 
the rebel faction 




he's a liquid 

Words: Emily Bick 

Photography: Jonny Wright 

John Foxx 

Cargo, London 

Ah, well, what do you do after the end of a 
particular end of the world? I ask this a lot, 
and I mean this particular, 20th Century 
ending, (And since we're talking about John 
Foxx, sing it with me: "Twen! 777 Uuuuth! 
CenITu! REEEE!" -the one about cars and 
motorway alienation and dead presidents 
and pastel-coloured geometric pills, all mass- 
produced and dying, all transubstantiated 
into video blasts, all the time. 

My friend and I have time to thinkabout 
this, standing for an hour waiting for John 
Foxx, watching loops of his video collages as 
his back catalogue plays through the speakers. 
This is part oftheshow-and a compelling 
part. Foxx has been working in video and 
graphic arts for the last few decades: found 
Super-8s, Ballard tributes, it's all here. 

Yet when he takes the stage, it is obvious 
Foxx has mellowed - in the best way. While he 



plays several songs from the Metamatic days, 
he concentrates more on Golden Section and 
The Garden, which are lush and swoopy, full of 
the digeridoos and psych touches that are less 
Ballard and concrete than Jerry Cornelius and 
jungle roof gardens. (Of course, my friend 
pointed out that the visuals of a man walking 
through country gardens were followed by 
lovely images of moss-covered brutalist 
buildings -which were from post-accident 
Chernobyl. So not all has changed then. ) 

Metamatic is a record I love partly because 
its synths sound so jagged against Foxx's shrill 
voice - it may be one of the most brittle 
albums ever recorded. Playing it straight 
would be near impossible, so Foxx doesn't. 
'Burning Car' is played to videos of exactly 
that. He runs through 'Underpass' to views of 
glass towers and blurred commuters. Yes, 
people shout "Underpants!" at the choruses. 
But they are smiling too, not mocking. For a 
split second, it makes sense: John Foxx has 
become that guy in science fiction films who 
leads the rebel faction and anticipates a 
particular cultural revenge, but then when it 
happens, it's different, and shonkier. Foxx is a 



moredapperversionoftheold man in Logan's 
Run, or the hippie guy in The Running Man 
who leads the rebels to take over all television 
signals. And why shouldn't he be that kind of 
shadowy, subversive, slightly ridiculous anti- 
leaderforthoughtful rebels? (I looked him up; 
he and Dubya are contemporaries. It makes 
sense, even as that particular moment and 
opposition lose their potency.) 

I guess a sense of Foxx shifting into that 
role gives his playing an ease and lightness 
(and in his band is one overexcited keyboard 
player, who bounces around like a sheepdog - 
silliness that would neverfly in the dour 
Eighties). It's also why, when Foxx sings 'My 
Sex', which is a conflicted and clutching ballad 
about desire, and resentment of desire, it isn't 
embarrassing or awkward, just sensitive. He's 
reconciled a lotto get this far. And anyone 
who can sing that while his own son is onstage 
with him, playing in his band, is awesome. But 
'Endlessly' is the highlight of the show, with its 
20-second loop of a Thirties film actress 
smiling and stretching her arms to embrace 
the viewer, over and over again. Put this on 
repeat forever, it works. 



effort as they transform into techno rock- 
as it was once called in the Eighties, when 
splicing Cheap Trick and Kraftwerk 
together in the same song was a dream 
and big beat was an unthinkable concept. 
With Sebastian Thomson's incredibly 
muscular drumming boosted by a drum 
machine, as the vintaqe svnths slot in. 



accompaniment to the open road, 
swerving from freeway rock to autobahn 
throb. The favourites are beautifully 
reprised, including a stadium synthpop 
stomp through the dystopian/utopian 
'I Want It AH' - and they even say their 
thank yous through a vocoder 
Richard Fontenoy 



Insafe Festival 

Lighthouse, Poole 

Halloween night: the antiseptic Gallery 
space is lit by live art, projected behind 
small groups formed from the sprawling 
Safehouse Collective: the all-star OHP 
And The Others shriek, croon, scrape 
and clatter away; Mary Potter's solo 
synth meanders politely; Brigitte 
Bardot's Cat, in their last performance, 
bubble skronkily through didgeridoo, 
saxes and conch; No Context 
j circuitry in the service of serious 
lay; The Typographer's Error tear 
lit up, Stuart Riddle's squealing soprano 



Paul Allen s best Paal Nil 



Love impression racking up a fierce 
and brilliant noise. ZAUM, in their 
first performance since drummer 
Steve Harris' death in January, braid 
a writhing, rhizomatic mass of sound, 
a collective convulsion of gulping grief, 
breathing life. 

All Saints' Day sees Hos Phillipe 
conjuring a quietly growing storm of 
choking noise out of turntable, bowed 
cymbal, electronics and e-bowed guitar, 
the two young men playing to the 
solemnity of the Studio's dimmed lights. 
Clive Bell plays every flute going - the 
ney's needle-sharp stabs, shakuhachi's 



luous breaths, the vaudeville khene, 



some freaky honking bull-call -whi 
Sylvia Hallett cooed, fiddled and 
coaxed metal-shimmers from her bi 
wheel. Pat Thomas, resembling yc 
hippest black uncle, boxed between 
synth and piano, attacks keys with t 1 
lightest of touches, as if changing hi 
mind mid-depression, tone-clusters 
approximating melody cancelled by 
forearm slammed onto ivories; cue-ballet 
Lol Coxhill, shuffling on a stool, uncoils 
twisting thickets of soprano, droppi 
in a showtune in the encore. 

Our community heads into the 
we wait for next time. 



Daniel B 
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StrangewayS LEEDS, Wfre, 2-8 Call Lain, 10.3O-3 am 

Friday 19th December Number 10011 & 23rd January, C3-E5 

Strange ways SHEFFIELD, Bungalows & Bears, 6-1 am 
Saturday 20th December & 17th January, t FREE 

We love these bands: DEVO, The Cribs, MIA, Wire, Cut Copy 

Yo Majesty* Pylon, MGMT, The Cramps, Prince, Liquid Liquid 

Thn Fall, Friendly Fires, Santogold, The Sanies, Holy Fuck 



Leftfield Indie Electro Party Pap New Wave 60s 
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SHEPHERDS 
BUSH EMPIRE 

WEDNESDAY 11 MARCH 2009 

BUY ONLINE AT Li VENATION. CO, UK / 
GlGANDTQURS.COM 

GO* CFFEETEL: W4 477 2» 

CRECIT CARES TEL. U&44 5TC 54S3 (24HRS) 



Haw single UFQ' OUT MOW. 

www^neaKvsoundsire tertt.com 
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Thu 11 Dec 730pm 

Twisted Christmas 

Featuring Jarvis Cocker, 
PatrickWolf, Sandy Dillon, 
Daniel Knox, Bonfire 
Madigan, The Inn Ringers, 
Mary Margaret O'Hara, Foy 
Vance, The Smoke Fairies, 
FrankSidebottom, Kathryn 
Williams + Neill MacColl, Lou 
Rhodes and the New London 
Children's Choir 

A deliciously dark evening of twisted 
Christmas songs 



Book now 

www.barbican.org.uk/ 

contemporary 
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TEDDY 

THOMPSON 



plus special guest 



TIFT MERRIT 




MON 19TH NOTTINGHAM RESCUE ROOMS 

08713100 000 

TUE 20TH CARDIFF GLEE CLUB 

0870 241 5093 

WED 21 ST EXETER PHOENIX 

01392 667 080 

THU 22ND BRIGHTON CONCORDE 

01273 673 311 

SAT 24TH NORWICH ARTS CENTRE 

01603 660352 

SUN 25TH YORK DUCHESS 

08700 600100 

MON 26TH STOCKTON ARC 

01642 525199 

THU 29TH ABERDEEN LEMON TREE 

01224 641122 

FRI 30TH EDINBURGH QUEENS HALL 

0844 847 2269 

SUN 1ST MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 

01618321111 

MON 2ND SHEFFIELD MEMORIAL HALL 

0114 278 9789 

WED 4TH BRISTOL THELKA 

08713100 000 

THU 5TH CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION 

01223 511511 

SAT7TH BIRMINGHAM TOWN HALL 

01217803333 

SUN 8TH DURHAM GALA 

01913324041 
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THU12TH 

SHEPHERDS BUSH EMPIRE 

LONDON 08700 603 777 



Mean Fiddler presentation by arrangement with Primary Talent International 



ODESSEY & ORACLE TOUR - THE FINALE 

AN AUTHENTIC PERT ORMANCE OF A CLASSIC 
MASTERPIECE WITH ALL ORIGINAL MEMBERS: 

ROD ARGENT - COLIN BLUNSTONE 
HUGH GRUNDY - CHRIS WHITE 



TUE 21ST APRIL 

GLASGOW ABC 

PCLPRESENTS.COM 

FRI Z4TH APRIL 

MANCHESTER BRIDGEWATER 

BRIDGEWATER-HALLCO.UK 



THU 25RD APRIL 

BRISTOL COLSTON HALL 

COLSTONHALL.ORG 

SAT 25TH APRIL 

LONDON HAMMERSMITH APOLLO 

HAMMERSMITHAPOLLO.NET 




ficKefweb.co.uh 08200600100 



A Mean Fiddler & PCL Presentation By Arrangement With Rhino Agency 



EXPLORING 

creativity 



Aesthetica Magazine 

Fellow of the Royal Society of Arts 

Let us stir your imagination 

Aesthetica explores arts and culture. It reports on current industry news. 
In each issue, you will find features, interviews, news and reviews of 
exhibitions, visual arts, literature, music, film and theatre. Read features 
on the industry's movers and shakers. 

20% off Subscriptions 

Aesthetica is a bi-monthly publication. Try a one-year subscription and 
save 20% on the cover price. Subscribe for £1 8.70 plus £6 P&P. 

Access this discount by calling us on 0044 1 904 527 560 or visiting our 
shop at www.aestheticamagazine.com. Aesthetica is also available from 
WH Smith & Borders stores in the UK priced at £3.90 per copy. 



Gift Subscriptions now available with 20% off the cover price, www.aestheticamagazine.com 
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tour stories: jamie Udell 

Words: Lauren Strain 

How did your appearances with 
Sir Elton come about? 

"He was always a fan, so it seems. Well, 
I say always - 1 mean after I got my pop 
out in 2005 for Multiply. How can you 
not admire a man who's sung with 
the Muppets and can so effortlessly 
diss Madonna? He's a champion of new 
artists and he genuinely seems to give 
a shit. I was surprised. I still am." 

Reckon you'll be picking up some 
wardrobe tips? 

"I've got my gold. Can always get more. 
Well, I'm gonna have to tone it down. 
Don't wanna upstage the fella, do I?" 

Your sound has morphed over the 
years (and right now you're soulful 
and Ratpack-jazzy); is the wackier, 
heavier Jamie of yore going to 
make a reappearance? 
"You'll have to wait and see. I'm more 
than a noise boy, but more than a crooner 
too. If I fancy going back to noise I'll do 
it, but only if it feels like growth. The 
expression 'going back to' even . . . ugh, 
y'know? It's a buzz to explore. Staying in 
a safe pocket is of no interest to me." 

What's the most memorable gig 
you've played? 

"I supported James Brown in Stuttgart 
just before he passed away. I couldn't 
believe that I was walking on his stage. 
Last night I was in Harlem for the election 
results. When James Brown dropped, the 
place exploded. I was right by the Apollo 
theatre. The legacy of those performers 
is humbling. I'll not forget that gig. Also, 
I got to hear James say 'danke schon', 
one of my favourite things." 

If you could take any troupe of 
people on tour with you, who'd be 
in your entourage? 

"Well, let's keep it simple: Prince, Herbie 
Hancock on synths, Stevie on drums and 
talkboxjhe Horny Horns, Chaka Khan 
and Aretha on back ups (maybe they 
could sing a number too), Elton on piano, 
1 6 dancers from Berlin and Paris, all my 
crew, Mocky, Gonz, Bill Youngman, Snax, 
Andre Vida, Willie B, Phil Parneljaylor 
Savvy, Feist, the whole Canadian posse, 
Peaches and the electro massive, Krikor 
from Paris and The Real Electronic Heads, 
Vogel, Matmos. Bjork can hang out. Pan 
Sonic, Richard Devine and Richard James 



on post production. The visual crew 
that did the Daft Punk show; we'd 
need that lot too. That's for the first song. 
We'd need a new band for the next spot. 
The Avett Brothers and Grizzly Bear, 
perhaps. With Paul Simon on trumpet 
and Woody Allen on clarinet. Patrick 
Moore on glock. Stevie could take 
harmonica and we'd need Peter Gabriel 
to sing with the boss for the choruses. 
Something like that. You got a gig 
for us?" 

What's the absolute worst 
debauchery you've seen life on the 
road reduce people/yourself to? 

" Back in Brighton it got nasty and funny 
but it's never that hot when you're 
puking on stage. It wasn't me, thankfully. 
Puking over the decks. Heroin without 
the chic. Although I like the way junkies 
are still upbeat. Always nodding." 

Where's the most unusual place 
you've ever played? 

"One of the weirdest moments for me 
was on a Dutch TV show not so long ago. 
I came on to sing during the baking of 
a huge pancake. The gathered audience 
of hundreds all had frying pans and 
pancakes. The air was thick with these 
doughy things just flying all over the 
shop. This, plus the fact that the room 
STANK of vinegar and onions from 
a previous guest that got covered 
head to toe." 

Is there anywhere you've visited 
that's made you want to up sticks 
and go and live there? 



on the Pacific highway between San Fran 
and LA. It's the end of the rainbow for 
us Brits - all the way West and to that 
golden light. Big Sur is the place to stop 
for lunch. I always dream of that place." 

Jamie Lidell supports Elton John at a 
variety of enormodomes around the UK 
slap bang in the middle of the festive 
season. Bring some velvety chocolates, 
a bottle of Moet and a Persian cat along 
for optimum effect. Lidell also plays at 
Bloc 2009 with Future Sound Of London, 
Metro Area, Afrika Bambaataa and more. 

London 02 Arena (December 1 3), 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire (14), 
Birmingham NIA (1 6), Liverpool Echo 
Arena (1 7), Manchester MEN Arena 
(20, 21), Minehead Butlins Holiday 
Camp (March 13-15) 



bloc 2009 

So surely there's no time for 
anyone to actually go and have 
a family holiday at Butlins 
anymore. Festivals have taken 
up residency; and here, the line 
up features Lee 'Scratch' Perry, 
Carl Craig, Future Sound Of 
London and our favourite 
feline, Jamie Lidell. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(March 13-15) 



abe vigoda 

Calypso punks playing to kids who've 
been into African music waaay before 
this year. Sure... 

London Old Blue Last (December 1), 
London Tufnell Park Dome (2), 
ManchesterThe Deaf Institute (3), 
Liverpool Korova (4), Nottingham 
Bodega (5) 

all tomorrow's parties vs the 
fans part ii: the fans strike back 

So here's how it happens: you buy your 
tickets, and then you get a chance to vote 
for who should play. See what they did 
there? Chosen by the festival organisers 
(and for you to go head to head with) so far: 
Spiritualized, Grails, the reformed Sleep, and 
plantpot heads Devo. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(May 8-10) 

all tomorrow's parties 

The second instalment for May, curated by 
The Breeders (welcoming Throwing Muses). 
You know how it goes: big chalets sell out 
first to freakin' party animals with groups of 
20 friends (who are these people? Can they 
donate some friends please?) Smaller chalets 
go later. Get off yer bums and book. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(May 15-1 7) 

animal collective 

Gaggle of furries return to showcase new 
nausea-inducing (check the sleeve) album 
Merriwea ther Post Pa vilion. 
London Koko (January 1 2), Glasgow 
School Of Art (1 3), Manchester 
Club Academy (14), Brighton 
Concorde 2 (15) 

baby dee 

The enigmatic songwriter and harpist 

showcases her new album, with support 

from rock vegetables Black Carrot at 

most venues. 

London QEH (December 1), London 

Union Chapel (2), GalwayRoisin 

Dubh(4),DublinWhelan's(5) 

Celtic connections 2009 

Roots musicansofthe world unite! 

Michael Nyman, Dr John,Youssou 

N'Dour, Sharon Shannon, Richard 

Thompson, and Branford Marsalis are 

all in attendance at this year's wintry 

folk shebang. 

Glasgow Royal Concert Hall 

and various other venues around the 

city (January 1 5-February 1 ) 

the cure 

One of those A/Mf'big gig' things. It's a 

big gig. 

London 02 Arena (February 26) 



department of eagles 

Three parts Grizzly Bear and 
one part friend of Grizzly Bear, 
Brooklyn-based Department Of 
Eagles arrive to showcase tracks 
from their latest album In Ear 
Park at this one-off show. 
Beachy harmonies and furry 
coats. Yay! 
London Borderline (December 3) 



ISIS 

With a new album apparently in the 
works, the celebrated post-metal veterans 
play a handful of UK dates. Take earplugs 
and a spare pair of undergarments. 
London Scala (December 4), Minehead 
Butlins Holiday Camp (6), Sheffield 
Corporation (7), Oxford The Regal (8) 

iLiKETRAiNS 

Expansive, orchestral, and fixated upon the 
weirder recesses of world (especially military) 
history, the Leeds post-rockers return in 
support of new EP The Christmas Tree Ship. 
Hastings The Crypt (December 5), 
Norwich Arts Centre (6), Bristol 
Louisiana (7), Southampton Joiners (9), 
London 93 Feet East (1 0), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (11), Manchester 
Ruby Lounge (1 3), Dundee Dexters 
(14), Glasgow KingTut's (1 5), 
NewcastleTheEnd(16) 

fight like apes 

Irish four-piece channel a welter of 
alt influences from Pavement to Mclusky 
ondebutalbum The Mystery Of The 
Golden Medallion.The\r synth master 
is called 'Pockets'. Aw. Oh wait, no 
'aw' - they're supporting The Prodigy. 
The Prodigy! 

Belfast Stiff Kitten (December 3), 
Dublin Academy (5), Liverpool 
Academy (7), Glasgow Academy (8), 
Birmingham Academy (9), Sheffield 
Academy (11), London Brixton 
Academy (1 2), Galway Roisin 
Dubh(31) 

david grubbs 

Former Squirrel Bait, Bastro, and Gastr del 
Sol helmsman is currently professor of Radio 
and Sound Art at New York City University! 
Brighton Prince Albert (January 1 9), 
Leicester The Musician (20), 
Glasgow Mono (21), London 
Luminaire (22), Bristol The 
Croft (23), Dublin Whelan's (24) 

Herman dune 

David-lvar claims new LP Next Year In Hon is 
the first one he's written "whilst being 
happy". Preserve these smiley vibes. 
ManchesterThe Deaf Institute 
(December 1 3), Glasgow Stereo (14), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (1 5), 
Bristol Thekla (1 6), London Scala (1 7), 
Brighton Duke Of Yorks (1 8) 

the hold steady 

Fists in air, people; fists in air. 
Sheffield Leadmill (December 7), 
Oxford Academy (8), Nottingham Rock 
City (9), Manchester Academy (1 0), 
Bristol Anson Rooms (12), London 
Roundhouse (1 7), Portsmouth 
Wedgwood Rooms (14), 
Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall (15) 
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trembling bells 

AlexNeilson, one half of Tight 
Meat and Directing Hand, 
collaborator with Jandek and 
Richard Youngs, performs with 
his new experimental folk 
group Trembling Bells. 
Oxford Prince Of Wales (December 7) 



johnny foreigner 

Youthful brummie three-piece who are, if the 
reviews and hype are to be believed, a future 
indie rock behemoth. Watch 'em spit and 
scrape through upcoming LP Waited Up 'Til It 
Was LightwhWe supporting The Futureheads. 
Glasgow ABC2 (December 2, 3), 
Norwich Waterfront (7), Cardiff Sub 29 
(8), Cheltenham Dakota Club (9) # 
Kingston New Slang (1 1) York Duchess 
(20) 

ben kweller 

Underrated prince of power pop and former 
Radish frontman (remember them?) is back 
to waggle his curly bonce and generally look 
like he's nobbut 13, still. 
Manchester Ruby Lounge (December 
4), Glasgow KingTut's (5), Dublin 
Whelan's (6), Birmingham Glee Club 
(8), London Union Chapel (9) 

kan mikami 

Possessed of a devastating vocal palette and 
a percussive, rangy guitar technique, across 
the last 30 years Mikami has honed a unique 
sound. With folk-improv duo Directing Hand. 
London Cafe Oto (December 6) 

magazine 

Howard DeVoto's post-punk pioneers 
have reformed for a handful of shows 
next spring. They promise the same line-up 
as that which recorded 1 979's Secondhand 
Daylight, minus the sadly-departed 
John McGeoch. 

London Forum (February 12, 13), 
Manchester Academy (14, 17), 
Glasgow Academy (16) 

metallica 

Stadium. Rock. 

Nottingham Trent FM Arena (February 
25), Manchester MEN Arena (26), 
Sheffield Arena (28), London 02 Arena 
(March 2), Newcastle Metro Radio 
Arena (3), Birmingham LG Arena (25), 
Glasgow SECC (26), London 02 
Arena (28) 

of montreal 

Skeletally lamp yourself with the Athens, 
Georgia sextet's queasy and colourful trans- 
pop. Start prepping your face glitter now. 
Manchester Club Academy (January 
29) 

the present 

Rusty Santos, linchpin of the NYC indie scene 
and producer of Panda Bear's Person Pitch, 
showcases new avant-pop project The 
Present.The London date is in support of 
ZachHill. 

Dublin Whelan's (December 2), 
Belfast Lavery's Bunker (3), Brighton 
Freebutt (4), Bristol The Cube (5), 
Glasgow Stereo (6), Aberdeen 
The Tunnels (7), Manchester Retro 
Bar (8), Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach (9), 
London Cargo (10) 



roots and shoots 

Not a band, but a night: namely, the 
winter event of the British Film Institute's 
series, this time featuring a screening of 
Hal Ashby's 1971 cult film Harold And 
Maude plus an acoustic set from, erm, 
Lightspeed Champion - covering 
Cat Stevens songs from the movie's 
soundtrack. Unique! 
London BFI Southbank (December 1 1) 

stereolab 

Laetita SadierandTim Gane's daydreaming 
comes to life. 

CorkThe Pavilion (December 12), 
Dublin Tripod (13), Belfast Black 
Box (1 4), Glasgow Oran Mor (1 6), 
Manchester Academy 3 (1 7), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (18), 
London Koko (19) 

thomas truax 

Eccentric American has a good poke around 
with his fabled home-made instruments, the 
Hornicator and Sister Spinster (and, oh, 
countless more). 

Newcastle Head Of Steam (December 
6), Stockton Waiting Room (7), 
York Basement (8), Inverness 
Market Bar (1 0), Aberdeen The 
Tunnels (1 1), Glasgow Twisted 
Wheel (13), EdinburghThe Bongo 
Club (14), Sheffield Grapes (1 5), 
HullAdelphi(16) 

underage festival 

Entertainment for pipsqueaks, from 
pipsqueaks: Metronomy, Cheeky Cheeky 
AndThe Nosebleeds, RoloTomassi, Dan 
LeSacVsScroobiusPipandmore.'Nuffto 
make yer knees go jelly-wobble (if you're 
between 1 4 and 1 8, of course). The rest of 
us are banned. AGEISTS! 
London Scala (December 20) 

vivian girls 

See if the hype surrounding this all-girl 
trio lasts longer than their debut 
album, which clocks in at around 
22 minutes. 

London Windmill (December 2), 
London Old Blue Last (3), Nottingham 
The Social (4), Liverpool Club Evol 
(5), Glasgow Captain's Rest (6), 
Leeds Cockpit (7), Coventry 
Colosseum (8), London Madame 
Jo Jo's (9), ManchesterThe Deaf 
Institute (10), Brighton Freebutt (11), 
London Proud Galleries (1 2), 
Bristol Cooler (1 3), Cardiff Clwb 
Ifor Back (14) 

women 

Another month, another beardo-indie band 
unearthed by Jagjaguwar, this time 
name-checking Swell Maps, This Heat, 
andThe Velvet Underground. Most of the 
tour is already done and dusted, so this is 
your best chance this winter to coo "oooh, 
I just /ooooi/e Women" without sounding 
like a hoary old philanderer. 
Manchester Night And Day 
(December 2), London Brixton 
Windmill (3) 

james yorkston and the 
athletes 

Fatherly Scot warms some cockles and spices 
up yer scrumpy with foggy love songs. 
London St Giles Church (December 11) 



now booking: bass clef 

Interview: Lauren Strain 

So. What have you been up 
to recently? 

"Gigs, gigs, gigs and the 'difficult' 
second album - my own little 
Chinese Democracy." 

You're playing with Shackleton 
and Afrikan Boy. How do you feel 
your own work will interplay with 
theirs? 

"Afrikan Boy is a born entertainer and 
Shackleton is a true innovator- if that's 
some kind of musical spectrum then I'm 
hanging around in the middle making 
them both look better!" 

To what extent are your 
performances improvised? 

"There's obviously a rough framework 
in place, but if I wasn't improvising then 
I wouldn't be doing it. That's what keeps 
itfunforme." 

What appeals to you about 
analogue recording? 

" I tried computers for a while but 
I just found it frustrating - too much 
reliance on left-to-rightness and mice. 
I like tape hiss and learning to live with 



Does working in the music 
industry as a day job affect your 
creative work? 

" It's good for my musical life because 
it keeps me very grounded about the 
reality of , ahem, 'the biz' and it's good 
for my working life because it reminds 
me what I love about it- music-loving 
people. If that all sounds a bit positive, 
it's balanced by the fact that it can 
impact on my friendships. There's only so 
many hours in a day, after all." 

Are there any gigs that have truly 
stuck with you beyond all others? 

"A lot of Bristol ones stick in my mind 
because of the warm and hazy nostalgic 
love I have for my time there. Sonar was a 
special moment for me. I was absolutely 
bricking it beforehand." 

Can you recall any total disasters? 

" Nope, every show I play is a flawless 
display of professionalism." 

Where reminds you of home? 

" I love it when you turn up at a venue, 
take one look at the promoter and think, 



'I know you, we may have grown 
up totally separately but there's 
something running deeper than 
that'. Playing your music to people 
is a great privilege and that moment 
when you and the crowd are together 
in the music is definitely home." 

Where would you most like to play 
that you haven't had the 
opportunity to yet? 

" I'd love to play the first gig on the 
moon (apart from Lucia Pamela of 
course!) Other than that, Japan. 
I'm by the phone - give me a ring." 

Where's the most unusual place 
you've ever played? 

"At a Cambridge May Ball, at four in 
the morning, after a Take That tribute 
band called 'Back 4 Good', where 
they served free absinthe all night." 

What's the first thing you do 
when you find yourself in a 
new place? 

"Soundcheck first, and put aside worries 
that you've forgotten something vital/ 
something has broken. If I have some 
free time I want to walk the streets - it's 
best without a map - and try and find 
some secondhand record shops." 

Is your music influenced by your 
physical environment? Can we 
hear Hackney in your work? 

" I think the psychogeography of 
where I am is carved into every note. 
I couldn't tell you how or why or what 
that sounds like though, because 



Have you ever doubted your 
dedication to music; ever wanted 
to turn over a new leaf? 

" It's the one thing that's always 
been there, through thick and 
thin - everything in my life is refracted 
through it and it's a constant source 
of magic and wonder. Giving up isn't 
an option." 

Hackney producer Bass Clef's organic 
take on dubstep - incorporating 
analogue synths, theremin and a 
trombone - provides a welcome 
diversion from the scene's recent 
fixation on oppressive wobble. 
London Cargo (December 1 2), 
Bristol The Croft w/Shackleton and 
Afrikan Boy (20), London The Fly 
(January 30) 
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is golden 



Words: Everett True 

I lustration: Nao 



■ MP 4 

Frida Hyvonen 

Silence Is Wild (Secretly Canadian) 

I know this album too well. 

Isaac's favourite song is 'Birds' - a baroque 
jauntthrough summer memories. He likes it 
when the chugging beats speed up just as Frida 
becomes bored with the idyllic (Brisbane-like) 
pastoral splendour and starts calling out to her 
old dancing partners urgently, her "/ wanna go go 
go go go go go go" drowned out by Isaac's 
enthusiastic harmony (and, often as not, a 
quick burst of the 'crazy feet'). There's a woozy, 
semi-synthetic middle section oh keyboards that 
reminds me of school lessons and has become 
dimmed somewhat through repetition. As I 
say, Isaac likes this song; and, unless you enjoy 
listening-to music through tantrum, it's best 
to acquiesce. 

Sometimes, however, he'll allow us a burst of 
the gentle, smart, sardonic, nostalgic love song 
'Dirty Dancing'. This, after all, is his mother's 
favourite - and, often as not, he'll hit 'pause' and 
allow Charlotte to sing "The love of my life when I 
was a kid/Came to my house this morning/We used 
to dance the afternoons away with Kylie/Back when 
the Nineties were dawning" unaccompanied, 
before dropping the music back in so we can all 
join together on the Laura Nyro/ABBA-perfect 
"Uh-huh/Uh-huh" chorus. I like to think he enjoys its 
cautionary tales about chimney sweeps and grand 
pianos, but in reality he - like me - is probab^-more 
reacting to the way Ms Hyvonen becomes so caught 
up in her open-mouthed carolling, her whole fibre 
trembling as she caresses the melody; she double 
tracks because she can. 

'Dirty Dancing' is the opening song on Frida 
Hyvonen's third full length, and 'Birds' is the ninth, 
which means much of what lies between is given 
short shrift. This is a shame. Silence Is Wild is a 
marvellous album, an aware album, an album for 
grown-ups that doesn't intimidate - and it deserves 
to be listened to as a piece. It's so laugh-out-loud 
true and poignant and never saccharine. It's 
operatic, in the way Black Flag's 'Six Pack' was. It's 
concerned with love, the way Sparks are. It utilises 
piano and orchestration and quirky pop motifs 
in the style of Leonard Bernstein. It will make 
enemies, assuredly: it's too clever and female and 
self-deprecating and wonderful not to (there's a 
song called 'Scandinavian Blonde', which, in its 
gleeful romp and boogie-woogie bar beat, raises as 
many questions as it answers). 

I mean, what are you looking for-sparkling, 
recognisable pop? Both 'Enemy Within' and 
'Scandinavian Blonde' contain wonderful off-line 
harmonies and staggered asides that prove Frida 
could so easily better Those Dancing Days or even 
fellow Swedes The Concretes at the pop game, if 
she so desired. She doesn't need to: her designs are 
loftier. You want pretension? The full-on singing on 
'Science' and 'Highway 2 U' (which incorporates 
juvenile mischievousness alongside the devotion) is 



what Thorn Yorke might sound like if he could 
actually sing. They're my least favourite moments, 
for that very connection . 

k Maybe you Wa'rrLun requited love songs. Urn, 
.I'm not sure you'll find too many of those. Frida is 
t far too stern for such nonsense, or too travelled, 
or vulnerable, or worldly, or something. Yet 
Frida also values the insights of absurdity. The 
slow-burning, melancholy 'My Cousin' asks the 
question, "If we were the marrying kind/Would it 
be my hand you'd ask for?" before admitting she 
knows it makes no sense whatsoever; 'Why Do 
You Love Me So Much' challenges an unnamed 
admirer about their ardour, pointing out, "My 
beauty is fleeting/Have I won the Nobel Prize?" 
while the show-stopping Casablanca great, 'Oh 
Shanghai', unashamedly draws upon entire 
lexicons of romantic imagery (roses, cranes, 
bridges, parks, stallions). 

Somehow, though, you're never quite sure how 
straight Frida is playing it: whether she's merely 
throwing her arms around in expansive gestures and 
dribbling wine down her chin because she knows 
that'sj/vhatwill garner the most attention. She is 
very theatrical. She's probably real and false 
simultaneously: you gain what you want from these. 

I mean, what are 
you looking for? 



cautionary tales. But then there's the prematurely 
chilling 'December' - a story of unwanted 
pregnancy and abortion that you feel must've 
been drawn from experience, the minutiae is 
so finely observed, the emotion so raw: "You 
are the only man in the room/You're by my side/ 
When it's my turn to get the injection/You are 
sent outside". 

I know this album too well. It long ago surpassed 
everything -musically- in this house. Isaac 
demands it, but we (the parents) gracefully allow. 
And, just occasionally, he'll allow us to play track 
four, my favourite, 'London ! ' - a bittersweet love 
poem to a city the equal of Herman Dune's 'Take 
yim Back To New York City' or Beat Happening's 
'Black Candy', a love poem by a Swedish singer 
that makes me more nostalgic for the rainy grey 
of King's Cross and Gray's Inn Road, the shattered 
dreams of Rotherhithe, than anything else I've 
encountered in Australia. Maybe it takes an outsider 
to make us see what we have, I don't know, but the 
way she sings, "London! The way you want to get 
rid of me/Makes me weak at the knees" makes me 
feel weak at the knees, and I just have to wrestle 
that remote frorrv Isaac and hit repeat and. . . 

Album of the year. No question. 
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mirror, mirror, on the wall 

Words: Meryl Trussler 
Illustration: Lauren Minco 

Plan B's resident daydreamer fishes 
for rare jewels in dilute waters 

Helene: Heliotrope (Pronoia) 

Cake On Cake: Hymns I Remember (Sleepy) 

Kelli Ali: Rocking Horse (One Little Indian) 

Hilde Marie Kjersem: A Killer For That Ache (Rune Grammofon) 

Lia Ices: Necima (Rare Book Room) 

Palms: It's Midnight In Honolulu (Rare Book Room) 

Old Splendifolia: Swaying Boldly Afar (Plop) 



Maybe if I think about this algebraically. Yes. Once 
you acquire the skill of algebra and tuck it away 
in your wizardly kitbag, roleplay style, it helps with 
almost anything: calculating VAT, or speed, time and 
distance. But it's not working great with this handful 
of female-led, folkish pop. I'm trying to subtract the 
unpalatable from what I know to be palatable (Lady 
Newsom and contemporaries) and identify the 
remainder - but if anyone can confound algebra, it's 
probably girls with harps. My theories are sort of 
glib: urn, be Canadian; be born of craftsmen, 
mothered by the Oxford English Dictionary; sing 
witchily, creaking and crackling and like you're 
tumbling down a mountain. Urn. 

Erase. Sharpen pencil. Try harder. 

What unnerves me is that sentimentality 
unnerves me; these creamy little chord progressions 
where each bar tries to convince us it's more 
touching than the last. They're all over Helene's 
Heliotrope, straight outta some kind of rose-tinted, 
autumnal London. There's nothing empirically 
bad about it- her songs are, recognisably, songs. 
But as she goads those chords on and on, her voice 
all Katie Melua cappuccino, it'sjust poking at the 
heartstrings to the point of infection. 

Same story: Cake On Cake's Hymns I Remember 
draws you into an ornamental garden, full of little 



captivating objects. She sings like her 
fellow Swedes in The Knife, lulls with 
synth-breath like Lullatone. But it 
gets too sweet, too earnest. 
Suddenly your lover is with you in 
said candy-pink garden, and it's so 
oppressively, expectantly romantic 
that you're both embarrassed as hell. 

And again: Kelli Ali's Rocking 
Horse. All the cor anglais and Max 
Richter production in the world can't 
seem to save her from preciousness 
or the sheer Enid Blyton -craft of her 
vocals. Max Richter! He! His usually 
barrelling, eloquent string 
arrangements seep nauseously into 
'A Storm In A Teacup' (as everything 



Spilling lyrics as idly as 
kids make mudpies 



begs for more storm, less teacup). In fact, the 
album's best moments are the mostly-instrumentals; 
The Kiss' and its partnering epilogue drift and climb 
gorgeously through shades of melancholy, 
unhindered by Ali's quaint lyricism. 

Yet again: Hilde Marie Kjersem. That 
name gave me all sorts of exotic, Scandinavian, 
weird ness-based hopes, a la Hanne Hukkelberg or 
Frida Hyvonen. Kjersem's stormier, yes: A Killer For 
That Ache features sudden surges of tinny marching 
drums, trumpets, DECIBELS. At moments it sounds 
like Annie Lennox or something, and the dusty, 
pop-goes-experimental side of the Eighties. It's not 
saccharine. So why do I dislike this, too? 

Then I listen to Lia Ices. (And it really happens 
this way: I enter that period of double-time, 
where the numbers come faster, practically leaping 



into parentheses and jumping under root-symbols 
as everything begins to make sense.) Her voice 
jazzes and jumps away from itself, electrified, with 
a piano hand so heavy and twitching you feel 
she could swat you down with it. In press photos Ms 
Ices cocks her head in a plain white dress. Yeah, she 
could swat you down. Cellos grumble below 'Many 
Moons', strings fortifying instead of garnishing. Her 
labelmate, Palms, works just as simply - these are 
slow airy songs, unfancy, with maybe a little guitar 
that hulas either side of the drumbeat. Nadja 
Korinth's hollow German vocals are vaguely Nico, 
yes -the album even boasts Velvet Underground-ish 
interludes in 'Leather Daddies' and 'Agniezska'. For 
the most part it's harrowing, dark and nymphal, 
brimming with thunderclouds. That voice. 

Then comes Old Splendifolia, also German, 
but with less of that fabled sternness. Jana Plewa 
has the fairest voice of them all: strong and smooth, 
spreading out, curling over, buttery at each syllable's 
end. Her backing is the softest of guitar motifs, 
double bass and some clicking, Mum-like rhythms. 
She climbs over fences into other backyards and 
happens upon the next song, dallying and spilling 
lyrics as idly as kids make mudpies. So it's not an 
allergy to sentimental melodies that I have (I can 
feel a bit moved when the BBC plays Sigur Ros' 
'Hoppipolla' over footage of some listless turtles). 
It's the voice that matters. They stand out, these 
women who have lungs and upper arm strength 
and any relic of puberty to show that they're 
women, not girls. They've grown out of the puppy 
fat anonymity of Helene, or Cake On Cake, or Kelli 
Ali; grown into a ornithological spectrum of various 
shapes and styles of evensong. Whatever they sing, 
hotly or coolly, they sing it so confidently. If you've 
ever seen Wildbirds And Peacedrums clattering 
through a live show, you'll note how Mariam 
Wallentin's visual and vocal beauties are so loud and 
so there that it's almost obnoxious. Almost. 

And it's great. It's like we're still not over this 
women's liberation thing. We're still giddy. We're 
gonna have a party in the leeway. 

X = our XX chromosomes, + all our storms inside. 
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nite visions 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Andrew Walter 

Various Artists 

Sleepwalk: A Selection By Optimo (Espacio) 

(Domino) 

The Rapture Tapes (!K7) 

The Optimo imprint, from its Glasgow clubnight 
to its touring residencies and mix CDs, has always 
seemed to me insouciantly clever yet admirably 
devoid of cynicism and fear. I've no information 
on their musical backgrounds, butfounders and 
DJs JD Twitch and JG Wilkes think like musicians, 
think with their ears, and never underestimate 
the aural sophistication of their listeners. It's this, 
amid the increasingly bland, second-guessed, 
focus-grouped and amusical environment of 
indie/dance clubbing, that makes them able to 
drop Throbbing Gristle and Boredoms tracks into 
disco sets and present a 'chillout' album - at a 
time when all kinds of Vangelis-smooth synth 
slithers are acceptable again -that eschews 
Balearic dawnscapes for spectral oddities, from 
skeletal country to Chris Watson field recordings 
by way of late-period Cluster. 

While eclecticism is really just a matter of 
perspective, it is a useful word to describe that 
which fits together while appearing not to. It can 
be used to describe the origins of the 1 9 tracks 
on Sleepwalk, while implicitly acknowledging 
their mood-based, timbral connections; yet it 
can also be used to acknowledge that this 
selection is representative of a very specific 
eclectic mindset, one that will make sense not 



Like someone demanding an afterparty, 
now, in your house 



just sonically, but also culturally, to many involved 
in the electronic/industrial undergrounds of the 
Eighties and Nineties, as well as anyone attuned 
to the sound design of a David Lynch film. 
Tiki, country-noir, Krautrock, early boffin- 
electronica (currently in vogue as 'hauntology', 
here represented by Raymond Scott), spooked 
surf guitar, creepy easy listening and other 
under-the-radar genre music sat alongside, 
and was wholly complementary to, say, Nurse 
With Wound and Coil, for both listeners and 
musicians - one only has to think of 23 Skidoo's 
ethnographic post-punk; Genesis P-Orridge's 
enthusiasm for the Master Musicians Of Joujouka; 
Dame Darcy's gothic Americana; or even Boyd 
Rice's Tiki bar, if you must. 

While it's kind of odd to see such a niche 
aesthetic synthesised onto a compilation, what 
ultimately matters in a time where these previously 
outsider-ish sub-genres are instantly seekable and 
findable is that Wilkes and Twitch have selected 
with affection, subtlety, and occasional kitsch 
audacity (psychedelic lounge-gyspy Damon's 
'Don't You Feel Me?'; Lee Hazlewood's 'Whole 
Lotta Shakin"). They deliver a nicely reverberant 
finale, as Chris And Cosey's 'Sweet Surprise'is 
followed with the compilation's tremolo-infused 
'Crimson And Clover'-ish title track, by The Lady 
Vanishes - not a lost Sixties gem, but apparently 
the work of a young American retro-futurist guy 
called Andy DeLoach; a typically Optimo wild card. 



Despite actually being put together by 
musicians, The Rapture's collection of party 
music feels less sonically coherent, although its 
boisterous, unselfconscious nature is pretty 
consistent, like someone demanding an afterparty, 
now, IN YOUR HOUSE, and getting their own way. 
But The Rapture's dance-punk connections and 
crate-digging chops are as refined as Optimo's, 
and the block-party spontaneity of these funky 
crowdpleasers is as deliberate as the DIY 
contrariness (itself a bit of a pose) and creeped-out 
effect of Sleepwalking. Kicking off with 
Ghostface's 'Daytona 500', it's not long before 
oddities like much-sampled French disco 
proggers Martin Circus are seamlessly getting 
down with Thomas Bangalter, and a load of 
stuff that sounds like Boney M kind of sort of 
works just fine with DJ Mujava's ghetto hit du jour 
'Township Funk'. Neat mixing and a general 
sense of relentless bonhomie allows stuff like 
Armand Van Helden's 'Flowerz' and that song 
that goes "down down down" into the party, 
although you might regret this the next day. 
As Optimo's mix projects the idea of your 
own personal, psychedelic journey into ghostly 
audio archives, The Rapture's manages to evoke 
an equally illusory state wherein you're having 
so much funs your quality control is shot to 
shit- but you just happened to have some 
great tunes on hand. I guess that's how good 
mixes work: they feel like you made them yourself. 



Akimbo 



Jersey Shores (Neurot) 

Akimbo used to be a pretty good band in the 
way that only stupid young men who drink 
beer and write 'tunes' called 'Dungeon 
Bastard' and 'Ground Control To Major 
Bummer' can be, but there's evidence here of 
a definite progression from their continental 



strength lager-marinated Killdozer riffs. This, 
see, is a concept album about a fortnight of 
brutal shark attacks on the coast of New 
Jersey in 1 91 6 and, accordingly, they've gone 
for an expansive, oceanic, post-metal 
clangor; they make Pelican sound prissy and 
Isis too pristine. 
John Doran 



AgainstThe Dying Of The Light 
(Make Mine Music) 

If anything stands out as a theme within 
these drones and soft static, it is a blurring 
of barriers between the familiar and the 
otherworldly. The terse drum loops of 'IAC 
conjure images of David Lynch's Dune. But 



while 'Illustrate A Way To Survive' 
incorporates subdued, monk-like chanting, 
'Forst Zinna' sends a clear message through 
fragmented radio chatter: "This place was 
made by god, "states a robot, leaving us with 
the enigma of an artificial intelligence 
capable of theological expression. 
Peter Parrish 
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24 OF THE BEST RELEASES FROM 2008 




VESSELS 

ELDS AND OPEN DEVICES 
CUGHUNDOO-CD 



LARKIN GRIMM 

PARPLAR 
YOUNG QOD- CD 






THE PRESENT 



LOAE-2LP/CD 




LOOP 



WD (REISSUE) 



MYSTERY GIRLS 

INCONTINOPIA 

IN THE .": 



HONKEYFINGER 

INVOCATION OF THE DEMON 01 
HOARSE RECORDS -LP /CD 




LOOP 

FADE OUT (REISSUE) 
REACTOR -2CD 



DEADC 

SECRET EARTH 
SADABINQZLPiCD 



THE HEADS 

EAD IN THE WATER 



_*^ /iw 




SIC ALPS 



SlUBREEZE ■ LP I CD 



DARK CAPTAIN LIGHT CAPTAIN 

MIRACLE KICKER 
LOAF - CD 



FINN 

THE BEST LOW PRICED HEARTBREAKERS 

YOU CAN OWN 

ERASEDTAPES - CD 



~~S LOOKING INTO 2009: BEIRUT'S NEW RELEASE ON POMPEEl RECORDINGS!! 
MORE LOOP REISSUES! ! NEW WOODEN SHJIPS ALBUM. HEADS STUFF, SEL- 
ALBUM... BLANK DOGS ALBUM ON IN THE RED, HOLY MOUNTAIN, SILTBREEZE, BA DA 
BING... NEW MV/EE & GOLDEN ROAD ALBUM ... YEP AND THERES MORE... MO 
KILLER STUFF FROM NOT NOT FUN, SHDWPLY, IN THE RED, YOUNG GOD, POLYVINYL..,. 



VIVIAN GIRLS 



tft THE RED- LP f CD 




jfr^ 



CRYSTAL STILTS 
AUGHT OF NIGHT 

SLUMDERLAND - IP t CD 






OF MONTREAL 

SKELETAL LAMPING 

PQi CO 




TED BARNES 

PORTAL NOU 
MQRNiNGTQN RECORDS - CO 



V/A 

NOTWAVE 
mmroFA cd 




SYCLOPS 

I'VE GOT MY EYE ON YOU 

LDFA'2LPfCO 




ANNA KASHFI 

PROCUREMENT 
/JT71£ REG ftABBJr COLLECTIVE - €0 




WOOD PIGEON 

SONGBOOK 
END OF THE ROAD -CO 



I '•-,-m 



OLAFURARNALDS 

VARIATIONS IN STATIC 
ERASED JAPES 10 7 CO 



last K 



/ftW 



-dfirtiV'lMi E Ly*|xirk S 



LAST HARBOUR 

DEAD FIRES AND THE LONELY SPARK 
■:d rabbit collective . cd 




SOMEONE STILL LOVES YOU 
BORIS YELTSIN 

PERSHING 
POLYVINYL - U- , 




JACK ROSE 
DR RAGTIME & PALS 

ft ?-t~ 



BEAUTIFUL HAPPINESS - SCD 



forte 

music di&Uibulion 

ALL OF THESE TINE; HNE RELEASES ARE AVAILABLE TROM ALL 
GOOD RECORDS STORES AND MAILORDERS 



to»m :,mi^fciMH*^toNHi^t±LM±^tt^ iOam 
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Room after unexpected 
room of odd artefacts 
and antiquarian 
splendour 



walk these halls 

Words: Andrzej Lukowski 

Illustration: Ryan Peltier 

Women 

Women (Jagjaguwar) 

It's a curious name these four Canadian men have 
taken. If there was a definite article, or if the music 
were very different, you could maybe put it down 
to macho attention-seeking or glammy affectation. 
In fact, 'women' is simply the opposite of what 
they collectively are: an erasure of self that extends 
to the cover of their debut album, an old Felix 
Greene photograph of regimented, anonymous 
Chinese citizens. 

This erasure continues in the suburban 
blandness of the song names and, significantly, the 
music itself. Probably you'd call it eclectic, but 
eclecticism often serves to define bands, marking 
them as dabblers, dilettantes or restless spirits. 
For Women, it's a mask. Folk, noise, musique 
concrete and sun-dappled melody all inhabit this 
set, but origins are obscure and elements oddly 
unbalanced. Opener 'Camera' thumps and then 
flickers into life, an echoey hymnal set to choked 
hiccups of guitar, accelerating through dry, 



percussive booms, warm veils of fuzz and lonely 
oldsynths. It's pretty- almost hummable- but 
it evaporates at the one minute mark into the 
heavily distorted, oddly nostalgic clangour of 
'Lawncare', which, in turn, becomes lost in the 
blank throb of 'Woodbine'. 

We yield to the exquisite 'Black Rice', a 
yearning, muffled shuffle that surrenders before 
pop dynamics. A wonky falsetto and pealing 
chimes drizzle through the murk with their 
golden, college rock splendour. But: mystery 
remains. I've no idea who the singer is -the inlay 
sleeve doesn't specify -or, in fact, how many 
people are singing. The mid-pitch, dislocated 
rasp sounds like just one guy, only with lots 
of reverb - but it could as easily be a layering of 
stilted harmonies from the whole band. You just 
can't tell. Words submerge beneath deafening 
noise and ambient crackles; only the odd phrase 
creeps through, glimpsed briefly. And this record 
sounds old- not merely because of the vintage 
vinyl pops, the echoes or the Velvets-primitive 
technology, but also because it seems to be coming 
from a huge distance away. Every sound is in some 
way dampened and desiccated; listening to the 
album is like exploring a crumbling, spooky 



mansion that's been abandoned for a couple of 
centuries - room after unexpected room of odd 
artefacts and antiquarian splendour reveal 
themselves, thick with dust. Open one door and 
step into 'Group Transport Hall': a sweet, guttering 
candle extinguishes itself within what seems like 
seconds beneath the singer's rueful reminiscence 
that "you made other plans". Walk another way 
and find 'Flashlights' - it sounds like ancient, rusty 
krautrock shattering under the pressure of being 
reactivated years after its retirement. 

Not to labour a point, but the fact that 
these pop songs are extremely short yet very 
intricate (while the longer, noisier instrumentals 
are slow-changing and lulling) means that it's 
difficult to tell how long they are in relation to each 
other- my CD player puts the record at just under 
half an hour, but had it said a quarter or one hour, 
neither would have surprised. If you want a more 
tangible critique, then Animal Collective, Jackie-0 
Motherfucker and White Light/White Heat are 
solid reference points; I, meanwhile, suspect a lot 
of credit is due to Chad Van Gaalan, who recorded 
the album. But, ultimately, attempting to demystify 
Women seems pointless; it's their mystery (if 
anything) that defines them. 



Betty Botox 



Mmm, Betty! (Endless Flight) 

In a dance music world overrun with not very 
good edits of not very good disco, it's a 
breath of fresh air to hear J D Twitch from 
Glasgow's Optimo club do interesting and 
satisfying things to interesting and satisfying 
music.The Betty Botox approach is to take 
anachronistic sounds, mainly from the 
Seventies and Eighties, and work them into 
tough, linear pieces for the dancef loor. 
Instead of cutting away the characteristics 
that make the music awkward and odd, Betty 
Botox play them up: creating beat-driven, 
psychedelic machine music purelyfor its own 
ends is something early techno did, too. 
So here you have The Residents' 'Diskomo' 



worked into something that sounds like the 
RadiophonicWorkshop at a rave, or 
Australian industrial band Severed Heads' 
'Greater Reward' boiled down to sound like 
Derrick May producing New Order. The edit 
of Hawkwind's' Valium Ten' manages to 
sound like a fierce and righteous piece of 
harsh trance-rock that would scare poseurs 
like Justice away forever. 
Marcus Scott 



The Creeping Nobodies 



Augurs And Auspices (Deleted Art) 

The Creeping Nobodies' arsenal of psychic 
weapons includes: recorders, wood blocks, 
metal chains and buckets, a xylophone, a 
children's toy with animal and drum sounds, 



an electric toothbrush, a telephone mic, 
a homemade motor box; hypnotic repetition 
(unsurprising for a band whose origins lie 
in a tribute to The Fall); and, lastly, a tight 
narrative strung together from individual 
projects and eclectic releases, edited so that 
this neverfeels like a compilation. Flying in 
the face of the demise of the LP (and the 
rebirth of the single), the Nobodies weave 
the instrumental and experimental into their 
no-wave guitar assaults, veering from gentle 
Medievalisms to riotous, limb-flinging 
chants. Just when they seem to firmly occupy 
a concentric crop circle somewhere between 
Liars and HEALTH, they break the cultic spell, 
delicate female vocals enticing you away. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



4:13 Dream (Polydor) 

It's The Cure, so no surprises on the face of it. 
Robert Smith squeals, his guitar swirls - it's 
all perfectly familiar on first blush. And yet 

there's the sense, here, of the risk-taking, 
mid-Eighties Cure. 'Freakshow' jerks, 
grooves, stops and starts, a slice of cowbell- 
led funk that revels in its own deliriousness; 
'The Hungry Ghost' nervously skips up to a 
swooning chorus as feedback scrapes 
around the edges. 'The Scream' and its snaky, 
spindly drive effortlessly matches the queasy, 
Arabic-tinged sound of songs like 'Wailing 
Wall' and 'Like Cockatoos'. The whole thing 
is bookended by the none-more-romantic 
'Underneath The Stars' -which looks 
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heart and soul 

Words: Noel Gardner 

Nimrod Workman 

I Want To Go Where Things Are Beautiful (Twos And 

Fews) 

Various Artists 

Como Now: The Voices Of Panola County, MS 
(Daptone) 

A person's individual acceptance of religious 
sentiment in music, and their rationale behind 
it, can be kind of fascinating. A comfortable 
default, the likes of which might be employed 
by an 'open-minded' Western music dork (this 
writer very much included), would more or 
less give a free pass to (for example) reggae, 
Af robeat, Indian music and early 20th Century 
gospel while taking a dimmer view of The 
Jonas Brothers or the Tooth And Nail label's 
roster- all very canonically correct and 
unlikely to challenge any received wisdom. 
These two albums take an inspiration from 
Christianity that's untimely and ambiguous, 
and all the more intriguing for it. 

The 16acappella recordings on Como Now 
came about thanksto Daptone putting a call 
out for gospel singers in the small Mississippi 
town of Como in 1996. But the album, it 
should be noted, hasn't gestated within 
a historical vacuum: Alan Lomax, the don of 
20th Century folk song archivists, had taped 
the Como townspeople in full voice several 
decades previously (when this mostly black 
community were still singing to pass the time 
working in cotton fields). The descendants 
of a number of them feature on Como Now. 
It's debatable, though, as to what representative 
information about 21 st Century music exists 
herein for future generations to crib from. 
If Como Now possesses educational value, it 
does so in reminding the listener that there 
are still tight pockets of community where this 
type of religious expression is prevalent. 

Irene Stevenson, who sings a self-penned, 
eerily meek number entitled 'If It Had Not Been 
For Jesus'- "Everyone's asleep, Lord, except you 
and me/I know I'm not very good company as 
you can, Lord, plainly see" -suggests that 
reliance on vocals is the result of, for generations, 
most churches being too poor to purchase 
pianos; this also invites fanciful hypotheses 
about 'soul', and the ability to convey it, 
being a transferrable quality- a genetic one, 
even. A more prosaic observation, albeit one 
less romantic, is that a community which 
encourages massed participation and listening 
is an important foundation for creating music 
as forceful and moving as Como Now. Could 
this music exist without it? 

/ Want To Go Where Things Are Beautiful, 
released on Drag City imprint Twos And Fews, 
consists of 27 tracks, also instrument-free, sung 
by West Virginian vocalist Nimrod Workman 
and recorded in 1982 by tireless folk historian 
Mike Seeger. It dots Pentecostal hymns amid 
more specific, idiosyncratic subject matters; 
but the suggestion is that Workman adhered 
to a philosophy of "if it sounded good, sing 
it". Even a halfway strict Christian reading 
would deem this a secular disc. 
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Tight pockets 
of community 

By no means a 'technically' gifted vocalist, 
Workman affects a singular holler-croak with a 
molasses-thick Southern accent and remarkably 
powerful lungs considering he was in his eighties 
when these renditions were taped (he died in 
1 994 aged 99). 'Lord Daniel' is more commonly 
known as 'Matty Groves' -the song was taught 
to him by his uncle Peter, who emigrated from 
England. That Workman follows it up with 
'Shady Grove', the PG-rated American rewrite 
of 'Matty Groves', suggests a rare wit. A 
selection of other folk heirlooms are 
interspersed with his own compositions, 



the lyrical content of which leans heavily 
on his long-term employment in the mines 
and its attendant culture. "The doctors 
said there weren't no such thing as black 
lung; it didn't occur, and the coal mining 
didn't cause it... but a couple more doctors 
proved it was," he recalls, during a 
between-song aside. 

One could trace a fairly self-evident 
evolutionary line between the styles 
demonstrated on these two collections and 
those more readily associated with the labels 
issuing them; but, by the same token, you 
don't have to care one whit for any other 
Daptone or Drag City output to take Como 
Now or / Want To Go... to your bosom. Nor do 
you have to believe there's a big guy up there. 



heavenward, lush and agape. Yep, just 
another Cure album. Thank heavens. 
Ned Raggett 



DeSalvo 



Mood Poisoner (Rock Action) 

"FIND THEM AND FUCK THEM AND KILL 
THEM AND BUR Y THEM! " These words 



seem designed to lift an eyebrow or two, but 
DeSalvo aren't over 'til the leather queen 
sings. Issued from the foul mouth of a 
shaven, trunky, blood bedaubed bear (with 
pignose mask and a butcher's apron), this is 
less a murder ballad than a mucky ball-gag. 
DeSalvo pummel savage, deconstructed 
hardcore which sounds like two humungous 



slabs of concrete encasing a tasty filling 
of The Dillinger Escape Plan and pre-bloooze 
Clutch. Mood Poisonerls a nasty, nasty 
record, tumescent with aggressive 
sexuality and the kind of frenzied, 
amoral sonic violence that the UK hardcore 
scene has long been missing, mired as it 
has been in hetero self-pity and dull melodic 



pathos. "IT HAS BECOME!!! 
NECESSARY!!! "shrieks frontman P6, 
Davros-like, and he's right. 

Kudos is surely due to Rock Action 
for giving this set of terrifying bastards a 
home - UKHC's polymorphously perverse 
era starts here. 
Petra Davis and Joseph Stannard 
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A fight to grow up 
straight and strong 



transmogrify me 

Words: Jesse Darlin' 

Illustration: Mimi Leung 

Buraka Som Sistema 

Black Diamond (Fabric) 

Globalisation is a viral meme ; not a corporate 
strategy. The New Af ricas are here in our cities. 
You are in London (from 'New Af ricas Pt 1 ') but 
it feels like Luanda, or Lisbon. It's ugly and pure 
and raw. It's sexual, fast, innocent, and leads by 
the rules of the now. It's the legacy of our 
common history. 

I once shared a long journey with a Costa 
Rican musicologist called Luis. Eurolines. 
Twelve hours of uninterrupted flat (Paris to 
Amsterdam, through Belgium) would have 
been 1 2 hours of uninterrupted tedium, but 
Luis had a portable Discman and a certain way 
about him. My phone in the left ear, his in the 
right, he played me CDs and told me stories. 
Calypso, he said - as well as soca, mento and 
most notably rapso (Trinidadian fusion of calypso 
and hip-hop which emerged from the social and 
political climate of the Seventies) - was always 
driven by the need to vocalise an issue; to 



commiserate, to communicate. Life was hard: 
poverty, pestilence, political corruption. 
People got together to dance and hear the 
weekly news bulletin as related by the MC 
and the chantwell. "When you've got no 
money, no nothing, your life's fucked up," 
explained Luis, "What are you gonna do 
but make music and dance? Music is free; 
you know what I mean." 

When I talk aboutfolk music, I'm talking 
about the music of necessity, of urgency 
(rather than contemporary 'neo-folk', which 
is about as far from necessary and urgent as 
it's possible to get), from the slave chants that 
grew into the blues which grew into jazz, once 
as radical and dangerous as rock'n'roll, or 
garage or grime. The rhythms of old school 
hip-hop and the high-powered preaching of 
later rap styles were calls to arms; garage and 
grime, despite having been largely incarcerated 
and de-toothed by the ravenous monster of 
Hip, also grew out of adversity and poverty. 
It's a different kind of poverty, the poverty of 
urbanity and anomie. It's a fight to grow up 
straight and strong out of the cracks between 
the concrete. Buraka Som Sistema, a gang of 



viral pirates and superstar collaborators (MIA, 
Kano, Diplo, Hot Chip) began crunking out 
beats from their Lisbon suburb when inspired 
by the kuduru dance culture of the Angolan 
immigrantscene. Like calypso, like blues, like 
baile or 'ghetto' funk, and like grime, kuduru 
carries that same political urgency in the 
repetitions, the grinding beats. A cut-glass 
English accent is sampled, talking about Angolan 
diamonds - elsewhere, a soft African guitar is 
cut viciously through with a hard looping rhythm: 
"Yah! Yah! Yah!" It's Petty, a local kid who spits 
with disaffected eloquence. There's a "like-yeah- 
whatever" ness to it; a tough cool. The atonality, 
the ugliness, is the sound of urbanity. It's a 
rhetorical question - rhetorical because we're 
not sure if anyone will ever hear, or answer. 
But the call is answered in hyper-urban cities 
the world over (London, Lisbon, Luanda, 
Los Angeles). It's not a lament, and it's not 
a manifesto; it's a tattoo of drums for the 
vida loca happening everywhere. 

Globalisation is on the internet and in the inner 
cities -because music is free, you know what I 
mean. Most of us were not born in Africa, but 
Africa was born in us. 



Fabio Orsi/Mamuthones 



The First Born (A Silent Place) 

This is primitive psychedelia, right down 
to the representations of prehistoric cave 
art adorning the sleeve. It's the first 
collaboration between Italian 
experimentalist Orsi and ex-Jennifer Gentle 
drummer Alessio Gastaldello, and it takes 
you from dawn 'til dusk. 

It begins with 'A Whisper', all ringing 
bells, murmured chants and the cries of 
tropical birds like the sound of the great 
continents of Agharta or Pangaea 
awakening. They're silenced by the striking 
of a gong, signalling the beginnings of 
the ritual - and the three long pieces 
which follow mix rhythmic incantation, 



wordless vocals and wheezing keyboards 
as though summoning ancient, lost 
civilizations. They peak at the frenzied 
cacophony of 'The Battle, perfect for lying 
prone on the floor at 3am, feeling the earth 
crack open beneath you. 
Euan Andrews 



Alejandro Franov 



Aixa (Plop) 

Argentinian composer Alejandro Franov's 
contributions to Juana Molina's albums 
Segundo, Tres Cosas and Son are a good 
indication of what to expect here on his 
seventh solo album. 

Like Molina, Franov excels in bringing 
together native sonics with his expansive 



approach, leading to a blend of world music 
instrumentation and esoteric ideas that's 
developed through his signature spacey 
arrangements and familiar but unsettling 
rhythms. These 11 tracks range from the 
nearly-danceable 'Dinosauria' to the subtly 
caressing 'El Humahuaquefio', which 
undulates and soothes in equal measure; 
interestingly, it's delivered through a 
fascinating seven beat cycle sampled from 
the Millennium celebrations of Ushuala, 
South Argentina. 

Franov's ability to recontextualise 
processed and found sounds into such an 
organic-sounding album is impressive, and 
this is a record full of energy. 
Joe Shooman 



Future Islands 



Wave Like Home (UpsetThe Rhythm) 

Set to the beat of (I imagine) a drum 
machine, a single, frenzied synth splatters 
colourful patterns against a reliable disco- 
punk bass. Vocals exist somewhere between 
Man Man's wailing cacophony and the 
hysterical battle cries of Tina Turner. This 
means that they can be slightly ridiculous, 
and during 'Beach Foam' I'm not sure if 
I should laugh. Restraint works on should-be 
dancefloor hit 'Old Friend', but applying 
it elsewhere would suck this party of violent 
energy. We'd be deprived of the gaudy 
(comic) tragedy with which this Baltimore 
four-piece have made their impression. 
Darren Loucaides 
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Hanson Brothers 



It's A Living (Wrong) 

John and Rob Wright and Tom Holliston 
from Nomeansno should be given a break, 
I suppose. They're all about 94 or something 
and it must take its toll being in one of my 
favourite bands pouring out the most 
rancourous and bile-drenched, jazz-informed 
pop-punk rock ever. This is what they do to 
relax and, while it's commendable that they 
want to parody the violent pastimes of 
knuckle-headed young Canadians who just 
want to drink beer, watch hockey, chase girls 
and fight, there's been more than a whiff of 
playing to the gallery about this project for 
some time. That said, they're exceedingly 
good at being the North Of The Border 
Ramones, and just because I'd sooner hear 
tracks about mental illness and the 
compromise and degradation of existence, 
it doesn't mean that this live album doesn't 
kick ass. ONETWOTHREEFOUR! 
John Doran 



Harold Budd And Clive Wright 



A Song For Lost Blossoms (Darla) 

Harold Budd is best known as Brian Eno's 
most important collaborator and, on his own, 
as the creator of a kind of exotically 
perfumed ambient music that integrates 
classical and world instruments. He seems to 
make time stand still. This collaboration with 
guitarist Clive Wright, recorded both live and 
at Budd's Californian desert studio, is a 
stripped down affair. Intuitive guitars and 
clusters of sympathetic, snowy electronics 
unravel overthe course of the album. These 
wide-open songs reflect the desert wherein 
they were made, creating headspace for the 
listener. However, the album lacks the colour 
and mystery of Budd's earlier work, and there 
isn't that rigour of his past studio recordings. 
By the time a spoken word poem filters in, 
you may find yourself looking around the 
room for the massage oil. 
Marcus Scott 



Midori Hirano 



Klo: Yuri (Noble) 

Kyoto's Midori Hirano is one of an increasing 
number of classically inclined musicians 
wiring themselves up to the digital interface, 
augmenting traditional instrumentation with 
all manner of crackle and glitch. But, unlike 
the stirring strings of Johann Johannsson 
or the overlooked AlexTiuniaev, the pieces 
on Klo: ttv/7 lack any real emotive clout. 
And unlike, say, the music of Norway's 
Hanne Hukkelberg or Hirano's fellow 
countrywoman TujikoNoriko, there's a 
paucity where a personality should be. 
Tellingly, the one piece that does work, 
'Sora', is the simplest and most 
straightforward. Here, Hirano's cherubic 
whispers are multi-tracked and paired with 
harp and organ to form an iridescent pool, 
recalling Sigur Ros; but these moments are 
few and far between. 
Spencer Grady 



Koen Holtkamp 



Field Rituals (Type) 

This is the kind of ambience that hangs 
in space, a series of audio snapshots of 
someone else's world. As half of Mountains, 
Brooklyn's Holtkamp holds up the classic 
work of Eno as an influence. But while Eno's 
pioneering records offered an omnipresent 
liquid background which one could either 
ignore or be washed into, Field Rituals feels 



more like a sequence of frames held around 
events and situations, containing them for 
our soft-focus scrutiny. 'Sky Flowers' blends 
cascading strings and synths with field 
recordings of what sounds like some lost 
playground, while 'Bear Bell' is all gently 
gonged bowls. 
Euan Andrews 



Huntsville 



Eco, Arches And Eras (Rune Grammofon) 

It can't be denied that Norwegian trio 
Huntsville have a definite 'sound' unique to 
them; a gently propulsive tabla machine 
driven into rhythmic myriads. Guitars, pedal 
steel, banjos, double bass and who knows 
what other stringed instruments conjure a 
constantly shifting improvisation upon 
Americana drone. In fact, Eco, Arches And 
£ras dreams of America, travelling far across 
great imaginary plains toward glittering 
emerald cities. 

This double disc set finds Huntsville 
in both studio and live settings. The 
considered abstractions of the studio 
disc are a serene delight, but the 55-minute 
live improv of disc two is something 
else. Featuring Wilco's Nels Cline and 
Glenn Kotche on extra guitars and 
percussion, it builds like a runaway train 
of thoughts and possibilities before breaking 
through barriers into a world of new and 
rapturous potential. 
Euan Andrews 



James Orr Complex 



Com Favo (Rock Action) 

Glasgow's Christopher Mack continues to 
channel the spirit of Nick Drake on his 
follow-up to 2003's Chori's Bundle. Mack's 
picking and plucking is as expressive and 
emotionally diverse as ever, from the rustic, 
porch-music warmth of 'Man-O-War Way' to 
the feverish paranoia of 'Devil's Disguise' 
(one of the album's few tracks with 
percussion). His guitar lines eddy through the 
songs; time signatures change on a whim, 
pleasingly capricious. The only downside is 
that the greatness of Mack's guitar work 
tends to expose how distinctly ordinary his 
voice is - as if he recognises that words are 
virtually obsolete. 
Chris Lo 



JeSuis Animal 



Self -Taught Magic From A Book (Angular) 

This evocative debut from Norwegian five 
piece Je Suis Animal elicits impressions of 
burnished evenings, Parisian mornings and 
urban autumns. I should be wielding a beret, 
a kaftan, a tea-dress; a stack of books, a 
bicycle, a fringe at the very least. Not sat on a 
tartan couch in myjeans. 

A nostalgic expedition through sultry 
psychedelia, Eighties indie, classic French 
pop and DIY revelry, Self Taught Magic. . . 
delectably chronicles our indie beatniks' 
variegated tales of stockpiled snowflakes, 
communal milkshakes, dilettantish sorcery 
and inscrutable whodunits. Allegedly 
recorded while the troupe were shacked 
up in remote woodland - listening, one 
might deduce, to Stereolab, The Vaselines, 
My Bloody Valentine and maybe even 
Midnight Movies-this album documents 
the antics of a gaggle besieged by wild 
bears, lack of sleep, and prurient natives 
(fuelled lavishly by tea and tunes and 
gingerbread). It serves them well. 
Nicola Meighan 



4ft 




Crystal Stilts 

Alight Of Night (Slumberland) 

Dreamy slivers of pop drift happily through the L-train 
tunnels towards the Atlantic, covering Brighton beach just 
as the first waves of seawater flood the golf courses and 
five star hotels. Minimal drum beats, whiffs of analogue 
synth, lazy, slow elocution, a haze of soft and low feedbacks and an overall 
murkiness somehow make Alight Of Night seem ecstatic and joyful even as 
the lyrics evoke catastrophe and decay. Some records make you wish you 
weren't getting freebee promos: with their pitch-perfect, old school indie 
production, Crystal Stilts deserve the full-on vinyl experience. They're the 
latest to emerge from the new Brooklyn lo-fi movement which has already 
provided some of the most memorable artists of the year (Cause Co-Motion ! , 
Vivian Girls), and their luscious, dark, rhythmic pop doesn't just recombine 
old styles; rather, it engages in a monomaniacal layering of different versions 
of the same one (The Jesus And Mary Chain, The Clean, The Velvet 
Underground), and to deliriously beautiful effect. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 




Johann Johannsson 



Fordlandia (4AD) 

I know little of Neoclassicism, but Johann 
Johannsson, well. May be served hot or cold, 
with or without context: always blackly, 
bottomlessly beautiful. Here, have some 
context anyway: the title refers to Henry 
Ford's imagined utopi-town, a tiny America 
within the vast Amazon jungle. Which, of 
course, was met with anger, halted, and left 
to the wrath oftheregrowth. The resulting 
music is just so: soft blades of a 50 piece 
orchestra rise up through the electronics; 
then 'Chimaerica' appears, a pipe organ 
lament. Ostensibly, it could've existed 
centuries ago. It's a kingdom within a 
kingdom. You can just hear his mind whirring 
with dualities: chronological, cultural, 
spiritual. It's so densely referential that my 
own mind begins to hurt - but, luckily, his art 
isn't tied up in semantics. Plumb the depths 
of the work, or merely agitate the surface: 
same said blackness, same said beauty. 
Meryl Trussler 



Kamerakino 



Munich Me Mata (New!) 

I haven't a clue what Kamerakino are on 
about most of the time, given that 80 per 
cent of Munich Me Mata ('Munich Kills Me') 
is sung in their native tongue. A failing on my 
part, certainly- but, that said, I reckon that 
even with a German dictionary by my side I'd 
be left equally perplexed. This is impressively 
frenetic stuff, veering from ragtime gypsy 
waltz to barely-held together post-punk rock 
outs that blatantly hold Slates by The Fall 
close to its chest.There's even a dab of the 
fantastic Trio, pre-'Da Da Da', which is an 
even greater thing. A fine line exists between 
giddy fun and novelty trash, though, and it's 
one many fear and fail to tread. While 
Munich Me Mata is mostly a chaotic blast, 
it occasionally toys a little too heartily with 
a Bobby Conn-like air of cheesiness. 
The Corpo 



Kiss The Anus Of A Black Cat 



The Nebulous Dreams (Conspiracy) 

Stef Irritant's second album in this 
name holds its own as a piece of post 
anarcho-punk drone folk, where massed 
strings and organs whine and whirr 
menacingly. But, ratherthan slip into 
neo-folk misery, it works up a haunting 
threnody as the vocal harmonies of Gudrun 
Roos lift the sound to a different level of 
drama. What could have been po-faced soon 
becomes arresting, and the ponderous 
drumming holds time in stasis ratherthan 



to ransom. As with Wovenhand's religiously 
inflected take on American folk music, 
this inhabits the dreamstate where hopeful 
sparks of redolent humanity survive the 
minor chords and solemn mood. Voices 
hold their own particular warmth in the 
darkling night. 
Richard Fontenoy 



KKNull 



Oxygen Flash (Neurot) 

This appears to be the first release KK Null 
has put his name to in 2008. Such an 
apparent slackening of workrate by one of 
the big bailers of Japanese noise music/s 
highly unusual, even if the genre's prolific 
output is as worn a stereotype as workaholic 
employees taking catnaps in giant drawers. 
Anyway, this is great in a monomaniac 
fashion, whether Null has applied extra care 
and attention or not. A pointedly electronic 
album, Oxygen Flash reflects Null's 
burgeoning interest in dance, putting an 
idiosyncratic spin on atonal club techno and 
promptly fucking you on the dancefloor. Track 
four of 1 2 untitled compositions spends half 
its time making you wonder if he was there 
when Jeff Mills taped his LiveAtThe Liquid 
Room set in Tokyo and ends with 45 seconds 
of digital terrornoise that makes you expect 
people with melted eyeballs to stagger past 
the window. 
Noel Gardner 



Julian Koster 



The Singing Saw At Christmastime 
(Merge) 

As I drove down the A1 recently, there came 
a torrent of snow so thick that I couldn't see 
two cars ahead. The roads hadn't been 
gritted, rendering every turn perilous. 
Christmas was the last thing on my mind. 
But, once I got home and could gaze upon 
the falling snow from the comfort of my 
bedroom, I was able to conjure up some 
festive spirit; and whacked on this record to 
correlate. It comprises ten Christmas oldies 
all performed on the singing saw (the source 
of ethereal whining on most Mercury Rev 
tracks), and these are wispy and delicate 
renditions, like frosted memories rekindled. 
Julian Koster is best known for his work in 
Neutral Milk Hotel, though he also released 
the long-awaited For Clouds And Tornadoes 
under hisThe MusicTapes moniker earlier 
this year. Next to those, The Singing Saw. . . 
will be regarded as little more than a novelty 
album by most; but Koster's spectacular 
manipulation is worthy of much more. 
Darren Loucaides 
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winter of discontent 

Words: Daniel Barrow 
Illustration: Daniel Arcand 

Contemplating drone from within the 
Plan B fortress 

Angel: Hedonism (Editions Mego) 

Aidan Baker And Tim Hecker: Fantasma Parastasie (Alien8) 

Aidan Baker: I Wish Too, To Be Absorbed (Important) 

Xela: In Bocca Al Lupo (Type) 

Nordvagr: Pyrrhula (Cold Spring) 



There's a reason why, when you picture a male 
noise fan, they're always in an overcoat. It has 
something to do with the onset of winter: lashing 
rain, lowering skies, skin-abrading wind, darkness 
at noon, the jouissance of misery. Blog-owning 
noise hacks don't talk about 'blizzards of guitar 
scree' and 'avalanches of distortion' for nothing, 
you know. For those to whom misanthropy comes 
naturally- setting up, so the cliche goes, exclusion 
zones for 'ordinary' music fans - so too does shut 
in brooding and reflection on the world's 
unrelenting hostility. 

Digital noise, as pioneered by the artists 
associated with Peter Rehberg's Mego label in the 
late Nineties - with its searingly cold, alien textures, 
its propensity for fractured forms -would seem 
the perfect soundtrack to this longest season. 
And, indeed, the first half of Hedonism, recorded 
by the duo of Dirk Dresselhaus (aka Schneider TM, 
the one behind that Smiths cover) and Pan Sonic's 
llpo Vaisanen -together known as Angel - doesn't 
disappoint. Sandpaper-on-skin rasps combine 
with suppurating weight and slow, dejected 
sound-currents. Machines are drained of any 
analogue warmth; they purr, growl and drone 
to themselves, occasionally clawing for the jugular. 
The last two tracks, recorded at Vaisanen's Finnish 
cottage, come as a wonderful shock. Layering field 
recordings of streams and birdsong with alternately 



celebratory and ominous synths and 
a wealth of small sound-details, their 
unfolding in time is a drama in itself. 

Aidan Baker's work with Leah 
Buckareff as Nadja has supplied 
some of my most powerful listening 
experiences this year. Fellow Canadian 
Tim Hecker's decayed, sun-blind 
noise has proved just as addictive, 
so Fantasma Parastasie - a meeting of 
both - makes for a delectable prospect. 
Divided, bizarrely, into 66 tracks in seven 
movements, it focuses on and magnifies 
the occasional pools of stasis and 
immaterial, atmospheric swirl in both 
projects. 'Hymn To The Idea Of Night' swells with 
synthetic winds, girded by Baker's subtle bass and 



Etched in sonic 
memory like trauma 



scars 



circling within the same celestial, textural pattern; 
'Gallery Of The Invisible Woman' has omnipresent 
shrouds of subdued harmonics radiating mere 
unease so that the bass frequencies' viciousness 
bashes the listener in the head. The shimmers of 
sun-bright melody in 'Dream Of The Nightmare' 
are heard only through a gradually thickening 
blanket of noise; you're waiting in fear for the 
skull-smashing beats or eviscerating showers 
(see! Weather metaphor!) of feedback, but 
nothing comes. In a way, that nothingness is all 
the more unnerving. Although Fantasma Parastasie 
matches neither man's best work, it's an exquisite 
torture nonetheless. 

The same can't quite be said for / Wish Too, To 
Be Absorbed, a double disc anthology of Baker's 
solo work from rare and out of print CD-Rs released 



between 2000 and 2007. The majority of the first 
disc consists of portentous clouds of processed 
guitars. It's nothing especially gripping, and the 
unity of feel, uncharacteristically, makes it samey 
and long-winded. The second, more abstract 
disc, where processing has usually gone so far as to 
almost erase any sense of human presence, is better, 
and makes for marvellous background listening 
(with a slight tug of unease, in case you feel weird 
about listening to 'ambient music'. Freaks.) 

Type Records owner John Twells, aka Xela, is 
a man who knows a thing or two about ambience, 
having released work by Grouper, Sylvain Chauveau 
and Machinefabriek. He also knows his horror: 
previous releases include a 1 2-inch with renderings 
of John Carpenter's Halloween theme, Goblin's OST 
for Suspiria and an H.P Lovecraft-inspired ambient 
album. One could imagine him as the estranged 
Catholic brother to Burial Hex's occult novitiate: 
the entire album is wrapped in a quieter, sanctified 
version of Initiations' murky dungeon ambience. 
One can almost feel the dust and incense drifting 
through the church's cavernous space. Everything 
here feels decayed: sound piles up -skeins of vinyl 
crackle, there's the echo of long-gone footsteps, 
bells are etched in sonic memory like trauma scars; 
and the sound-cloud, like an amplified hornet 
swarm, dominates 'In Misericordia'. The entry of 
ritualistic percussion on the 20 minute closer, amid 
a pulsing cloud of noise and inhuman shrieks, feels 
like the aftershock of a sacrificial rite. 

If you need anything else with which to 
while away the long night, there's always the 
new Nordvagr release. Subtitled Black Ambient 
Droneworks and recorded over the pitch black 
Swedish winter of 2007-8, it does exactly what 
it says on the tin. At low volume, it gives a subtle, 
seeping trickle of darkness to the air; at high, its 
relentless solemnity is pretty damn forbidding 
(if a little unintentionally funny). If dark-as-f uck 
amorphous textures, freaky ghost-moans, church 
organs, distended, trebly black metal guitars and 
Satanic choirs are your thing, then this will hit the 
spot nicely. And whatever you do: don't go outside. 
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Little Joy 



Little Joy (Rough Trade) 

I'm thinking that most of y'all, when 
confronted with the prospect of Stroke 
Fabrizio Moretti's side project, wouldn't 
bet on it being a heavily Brazilian influenced, 
sunny, lo-fi, hoarsely sung gem. Me neither. 
How much Moretti has to do with the 
overall sound is debatable (let's face it, 
he's no Mitch Mitchell), but he's as 
dependable as ever on sticks. Elsewhere, 
Rodrigo Amarante (of Los Hermanos fame) 
has the husky voice of a belly rubbing, hat 
wearing, vest-approving hero. You know the 
kind of guy: chilled out, wise in their own 
way. Multi-instrumentalist Binki Shapiro 
ensures the melodies are never dull, and 
'ShoulderTo Shoulder' has a bass line to 
charm snakes. 
Tom Howard 



Daniel Martin Moore 



StrayAge(SubPop) 

Daniel Martin Moore's songs are all about 
subtlety and sincerity. The singer-songwriter 
from Kentucky has doused his debut album 
in little more than hushed, warm tones and a 
picked guitar. Living an isolated existence in 
a small rural town, the expectation is that 
this album should bristle with dusky lullabies 
capturing the warm tingle of nights sat on 
the front porch. While the intimate nature of 
the performance is evident, it somehow lacks 
any real atmosphere.The lyrics are far too 
vague to make your heart leap, while 
Moore's voice rarely breaks with any emotion 
or chases a melody with conviction. The title 
track itself hints at the elasticity of his inner 
demons, never giving themselves away. 
Lianne Steinberg 



Menace Ruine 



TheDielsCast(Alien8) 

With the output of labels like Southern Lord, 
Profound Lore and Alien8, it seems that, so 
long as it isn't death metal, black metal is 
pretty much whatever you want it to be these 
days. The lack of BM cliches — your sun 
wheels and odes to Satan - isn't a bone of 
contention, but if this freeing up allows more 
experimental kvltists in from the cold, it's 
not to anywhere more hospitable. A case in 
point is this Quebecois duo's sophomore 
effort: it's a desolate album, reminiscent of 
Godflesh's Streetcleaner. The Die Is Cast\s an 
epic, slow, martial lurch with riffs decayed to 
ruin. It's metallic, but only just; like a metal 
album in the final throes of drowning or a 
sleeping pill overdose (but in a good way). 
Patrick Moran 



Meursault 



Pissing On Bonfires/Kissing With 
Tongues (Bear Scotland) 

Any song that invokes A-Ha, Daft Punk and 
speed-metal riffage is a certified winner. 
A gold medal, then, to distorted-pop cabal 
Meursault, who cram all of the above plus 
thunderclap drums, banjo snarls and a 
general sense of the devil's own revelry into 
'The Furnace': a feat which, by turns, 
conjures REM, the Arcade Fire, midnight 
rituals and Ceilidh romps. The Edinburgh rock 
diviners' debut album is chock-a-block with 
rowdy aural confections and gilded treats, 
from the title track's glam-stomp Wolf Parade 
homage to the glimmering electro of 'Salt 
Part 1 ' via far-out ukulele balladry ('Salt Part 
2') and homespun laments ('A Small Stretch 
of Land'). They're mobilised by the 



swaggering yowl of errant one-man bard 
Neil Pennycook-a skewed philosopher and 
startling frontman with a sardonic (yet 
justified) line in self-belief: "I will call myself 
an army, and I will call myself a king, "he 
wryly -rightly -sings. 
Nicola Meighan 



Micah Blue Smaldone 



The Red River (Immune) 

He may have cut his teeth as a young hellion 
fronting punk and hardcore bands like The 
Pinkerton Thugs and Out Cold, but nowadays 
Micah Smaldone has a more restrained 
palate. While his solo output trades hard 
riffin' for bluegrass pluckin', the chaotic spirit 
of his early days is happily still intact.This 
latest offering is a stark reflection upon the 
struggle to contain a darkness innate to the 
human spirit, and the title track, the album's 
linchpin, sums up the tone by offering a 
desolate metaphor for inner turmoil: "Head 
my horse through the field of sun ken arrows/ 
From a river to its source. " Among the 
existential doldrums, there are some acorns 
of hope. 
Chris Lo 



Murcof 



The Versailles Sessions (Leaf) 

The Versailles Sessions documents Fernando 
Corona's soundtrack for the musical 
fountains at the Palace of Versailles, a 
performance guaranteed to have had visiting 
children grizzling into their ice-creams. 
Commissioned by arts festival Les Grandes 
Eaux Nocturnes, Corona used recordings of 
musicians playing baroque pieces on 1 7th 
Century instruments as his source, ripping 
apart chamber music's formal lines and 
well-bred harmonies to present the former 
seat of the French monarchy with tableaux 
of corruption and decay. Apparently 
glitterballs were involved, too. 

Unlike the sweeping, universe-between- 
your-ears of his previous album Cosmos, 
Welcome To Versailles opens with thuds and 
droning, chill undercurrents, more 
EraserheadXhan The Draughtsman 's 
Contract. In 'Louis XIV's Demons', resin-thick 
bow-scrapes teeter on the edge of damning 
silences, while 'Spring InThe Artificial 
Gardens' sees a harpsichord stumble and 
falter under the weight of gilded echo. 
Abi Bliss 



The Old Romantic Killer Band 



The Swan With Two Necks (Bad Sneakers) 

Aesthetically at least, there's not a great 
deal separating this Leeds duo from San 
Francisco's Two Gallants; a professed love 
of Delta blues and singer-songwriters past 
is something both bands share, although 
Harry Johns' vocal doesn't quite resonate 
with Adam Stephens' tetchy, anguished fury. 
Further disappointment beckons: 'Lovers 
Pass' opens as a promising little number 
before quickly dissolving into platitudes 
( "'Cause I've got so much love to give 
you! "-seriously, chaps?) It reflects poorly 
upon the adequate enough riffs and dually 
suffers thanks to Johns' faux-authentic 
'blues' wail. 
James Skinner 



Part Wild Horses Mane On 
Both Sides 



Bataille De Battle (Singing Knives) 

It's like the War And Peace of scorching flute 
skronks. These four wayward epics are all 



«;^P 



Jackie-O Motherfucker 

The Blood Of Life (Fire) 

There's something reassuring about the way the American 
• B^'-^^Jtart musical vernacular unravels from one long, unending 

*J^3 I lineage. You know the way The Grateful Dead were just 
t jST^KHH carrying on the old time country-blues tradition with a 
psychedelic squint? Or how Patti Smith was running the Beatnik baton with 
a punk firecracker in her back pocket? Always the most explicitly folk- 
influenced outfit of the so-called free-folk scene, Jackie-0 combine all these 
influences into something that's both radical and conservative, forward- 
looking and nostalgic; a Janus-headed incarnation of that long underground 
heritage. The connection with tradition is especially obvious on this stripped- 
down, song-based set recorded live in a Dutch radio studio. Maybe the 
brazenly out-of-tune vocals are an acquired taste, but, once you get past that 
and plug into the guitar-dripping, peyote-ballad American history lesson on 
offer, it all makes sense. The secret mainstream runs foaming through this 
part of the forest, and always has done. 
Daniel Spicer 




intuitive daredevilry and dead man curves, 
and they come courtesy of two Mancunian 
free-jazz renegade lovers, awash in the 
bohemian district of Lyon. Pascal Nichols' 
percussion disperses like 101 dalmations, 
unleashed! Kelly Jones keeps up, exporting 
some big lung! Her tones are a drop dead 
dronier version of the sax intro to LL Cool J's 
'Going Back to Cali'.Then, Nichols cools it 
and the mood turns meditative; Jones 
serenades cobras, later frantically 
documenting a fresh kill on the Serengeti. 
This is esoteric psych madness, tectonic 
plates shrinking and contracting like the 
earth after a big night on the tiles. At one 
point, Nichols and Jones brandish a muted 
Magwitch; she moans and rattles chains 
from the bowels of a ghost ship. Ultimately, 
I'm baffled. 
Shane Moritz 



Pontiak 



Sun on Sun (Thrill Jockey) 

They're brothers from Appalachia who love 
rock'n'roll, but they're not the Kings Of 
Leon, which you can tell immediately 
because this album's actually fun to listen 
to. It's an odd listen - big and epic sounding, 
yet clocking in at barely over half an hour. 
Drawing on stoner rampage from across 
the decades-'Swell' could have appeared 
on an early Can album, 'White Hands' 
on any number of neo-psychedelic releases 
in the wake of Spacemen 3 and Loop- 
this is a bit of a genre exercise. But there's 
always room for more, and there are 
enough queasy vocal harmonies and 
mixes of delicate and dour guitar shades 
to indicate further developments. 
Ned Raggett 



Remember Remember 



Remember Remember (Rock Action) 

It's a gloomy Sunday. The looped motifs 
and layers of Remember Remember rest 
somewhere behind my head, and there's 
a gentleness of composition that treats 
my hangover with tenderness. Album 
centrepoint, 'The Swimming', casts me 
back to the leaky bedsit I spent most of 
2005 in; drips filter through the speakers 
while moss-damp, pallid guitars complement 
the field recording. But I've still got half 
the album left to go; and it all falls apart 
forme. Entrenched firmly within the soft, 
accessible range of modern composition, 
there's a sense, at times, that the record 
is too slight to support itself: it flows, but 
it also becomes nondescript, each movement 
almost indistinguishable from the last. 



Remember RememberXreaXs you to its 
only vocal performance early on, harmonies 
weaving through 'The Dancing' in a 
more organic and enticing way than, say, 
the nasal yelps of Person Pitch. Panda 
Bear's crowd will form the best audience 
for Graeme Ronald's debut, and, with 
rain at the window, they'll have a lovely 
time of it. 
Matthew Sheret 

in the studio: remember 
remember 

We recorded the album at: "Green Door 
Studios, Glasgow. It's a tiny room full of 
amazing vintage analogue recording 
equipment." 

We loved: "Watching the tape machine reel 
around as each new track was recorded; 
more rewarding than staring at a monitor." 
We hated: "I'm pretty sure Joan hated 
having to hold the same note on the violin 
for 1 minutes on 'Up In A Blue Light'." 
We ate: " I tried my first and last ever 
'meatball marinara' sub sandwich. We do 
not endorse Subway sandwiches, officially." 
We drank: "A rich diet of coffee and 
Irn-Bru." 

We discovered: "A brave new world, the 
internal tapestries of our very souls and that 
the sound of a mini sparkler being ignited is 
far more abrasive once recorded than one 
might expect." 

We wished: "That I had been able to nail a 
better recording of a song that I have called 
'Run Over Repeatedly By Imaginary Cars'. It 
had real chart potential." 
(Graeme Ronald) 



The Research 



The Old Terminal (This Is Fake DIY) 

There was a time when people gave a damn 
aboutThe Research. Around the release of 
2006's Breaking Up, the three piece were 
getting pop lovers into grot holes to see their 
keyboard-led, innocently-voiced racket (and 
they got themselves a front cover of this 'ere 
magazine). But times change. It seems way 
longer than the two years it's been since The 
Research's last record, but Russell, Georgia 
and Sarah haven't noticed -which is 
commendable in many ways. Sticking to your 
guns has its merits. But The Old Terminal 
feels like it's been outtwee'd by Los 
Campesinos!, outWakefield-ed by The Cribs 
and out Pavement-ed by Tapes 'N' Tapes. 
It's tired, and it's barely woken up. More 
intriguing is that my iTunes wants to call this 
record 1 Do Like To Be Beside The Suicide; 
which would've been a great title. 
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Alberta Cross 

The Thief AndThe 
Heartbreaker (Ark) 

Country rockers who 
cling to their influences 
like a kid who leaves 
home only to move next door. There's a nice 
cut here called 'Hard Breaks' that tells me 
these guys could be good. My advice is: 
dump those shitty Ryan Adams records in 
the river and try on some Tom Petty (but 
don't whiten your teeth ! ) (SM) 

Baikonour 

Your Ear Knows 
Future (Melodic) 

Brightonian Jean- 
Emmanuel Krieger 
offers us his tuneful 
instrumentalism which conjures Air giving 
us their take on cuts by the Cocteaus and 
Robert Fripp. As with trifle, little resistance 
or surprise but it is perfect for those who are 
in the mood for, well, trifle. (JD) 




^ 



\\Wftfr The Bronx 




The Bronx (Wichita) 

^ This is the kind of 

^ breakneck rock that 
^ angry truck drivers 
"' * listen to after running 
out of amphetamine at 6am with 300km to 
go. Angus Young-ish riffs, but more 
relentless than AC/DC ever were. Gives me 
a reason to be unhappy about a lot of stuff I 
should care a lot less about. (SM) 

Destructors 666 

Malleus 
Maleficarum 
(Rowdy Fargo) 

A reincarnation of 
Seventies punks 
The Destructors, this new guise is like 
a variety play of Seventies punk rock. 
It may all be about witches and have 
modern, meaty production, but you 
won't be fooled. It's English punk cliche to 
the point of dejavu.(PM) 

Fuzzy Lights 

A Distant Voice 
(Little Red Rabbit) 

Some music is just 
perfect for deliciously 
gloomy days when you 
want the atmosphere to be reflectively 
beautiful. Fuzzy Lights win that on a 
number of fronts - moody rock with violin 
that's part hushed classicism and part 
crumbling intensity. Sometimes words 
aren't needed. (NR) 

Gaiser 

Blank Fade (Minus) 

The name's Jon Gaiser 
to be precise, but it's 
still a perfect moniker 
for this debut of 
bubbling, hissing, low-end techno on 
Berlin's uber-hip Minus label. Seamlessly 
mixed into a 65 minute complete 
experience, this is a long, slow, oily eruption 
of bass-driven pulse beneath sodium 
lighting. (EA) 

Carlos Giffoni 

Adult Life (No Fun Productions) 

While Giffoni's annual No Fun Fest 
continues to operate as a hub for global 







f noise's more 

performative and 
outlaw elements, his 
releases suggest that, 
as recording artist, he 
remains a gear-head 
of a quite appealing stripe. Adult Life is 
both psychedelic and austere, vintage 
synths layered and vibrating with a visceral 
intensity. (LP) 

The Lord Dog 
Bird 

The Lord Dog Bird 
(Jagjaguwar) 

Besides fulfilling guitar 
duties with Baltimore's 
Wilderness, Colin McCann has a four-track 
project where he bangs out wistful chords 
and crepuscular crescendos, extracting joy 
from the crustiest of circumstances. When 
done as well as this, four-tracks ring truer to 
our messed-up existence than any other 
method -additional layers just seem 
superfluous. (SM) 

The Lucksmiths 

First Frost (Fortuna 
POP!) 

Eleven albums strong, 
with their horns and 
fancy, flighty finger- 
picking making them ever stronger, The 
Lucksmiths almost have too much material 
to reckon with. And yet, any song could 
become your favourite song. Darned near 
all of these new ones chirrup for attention 
with wintry poetry and summery strums. 
Samey, butgreaf-samey.The Mountain 
Goats do that too. Prolific bastards. (MT) 

The Miserable 
Rich 

^ Twelve Ways To 
\^ Count (Humble 
Soul) 

Up close and personal 
confessionals from Brighton bar room 
chamber quintet. Fragile to the point of 
precious; but there's an unstoppable 
loveliness in the careful crafting of strings. 
The self-explanatory 'Pisshead' is actually a 
twinkling slice of barbed beauty (!), and 
'The Time That's Mine' is a short, sharp and 
apt description of a life similarly pissed 
away waiting for payday. (JP) 

North Sea 
Radio Orchestra 

Birds (Oof!) 

Second, chillier 
offering from oddball 
folk ensemble, with 
gorgeous, cut-glass harmonies alongside 
a dreamy and curious blend of minimal 
and pastoral. Some engagingly tricksy 
psych/prog arrangements underpin 
the whole. (JP) 

One Second 
Riot 

One Second Riot 
(Music Fear Satan) 

Their first album 
proper, following 
several demo releases and splits with 
Neptune and Sofy Major. This is a bombastic 
slab of post-hardcore; textured and brutal. 
Film noir samples lay amid guitars so 
crunchy you could break your molars on 









them. A highlight is the jilted closer, 'Clay, 
Mud And Dust' - unruly, like musical 
fisticuffs. (HA) 

The Travelling 
Band 

UnderThe 
Pavement 
(Sideways Saloon) 

The Michael Eavis- 
approved, sprightly country-folk charmers' 
firstborn provides fireside warmth in 
abundance (replete with banjo, o'course). 
But it sure lacks the stimulating bite and 
occasional muck required for any rural pop 
thrills in f/7/5 manor. Ambrosia to those who 
crave 'authentic' folk songs, but, y'know, 
there's fRootsand £> for that. (JP) 

toSu jo5S Trou kle Books 

The United Colours 
Of Trouble Books 
(My Inland Empire) 

From Akron, Ohio, 
Trouble Books make 
sweet, ambient pop music that demands 
not a great deal from its listener; but 
then, what else would you expect from a 
band known to diligently create hand- 
drawn diagrams explaining their songs' 
genesis? (JS) 

Uphill Racer 

Telescopeland 
(Normoton) 

Lovely record, falling 
somewhere between 
Thorn Yorke's The 
Eraserbul without the dourness (a 
comparison I reckon they'll tire of, but 
an unavoidable one, too) and the icy 
explorations of Flying Saucer Attack, 
with a healthy dollop of ukulele thrown in. 
One to shield yourself through the winter 
with.(TC) 

Wye Oak 

If Children (Affairs 
Of The Heart) 

The Maryland duo's 
debut treads balletic 
but woozy steps across 
a sun-dappled Woodstock wonderland. 
Now and then, they pause to thrash about 
in a scouring, bejewelled MBV racket- 
storm. Seldom does such honey-tongued 
glamour-song conjoin with so many hot 
blasts of freeform noisemagick. (JP) 

You Fellows Of 

HAM Souls 
You Fellows Of All 
_.- ^- Souls (Sorted) 

This debut LP from 
RobertTurnellisa 
marvellous mix of unaffected Shins-esque 
poppery and wistful lyricism. Think the 
work of iLiKETRAiNS, except sung at a 
pep rally. 'Bury UsTogether' is a particular 
treat, and quite possibly the most upbeat 
song about euthanasia that you'll ever 
hear.(CL) 

Brief notes this month by: 
Euan Andrews, Hayley 
Avron, The Corpo, John Doran, 
Chris Lo, Patrick Moran, Shane 
Moritz, James Papademetrie, 
Louis Pattison, Ned Raggett, 
James Skinner, Meryl Trussler 




Ribbons 



Royals (Osaka) 

A former producer of (and full time player in) 
Xiu Xiu and Parenthetical Girls, multi- 
instrumentalist Jherek Bischoff's CV 
positively gleams with indie cool stats. 
His first album as Ribbons, then, is a suitably 
textured and confident affair, tackling myriad 
genres with the kind of polish you might 
expect from one so firmly entrenched in the 
realms of production. That's not to say it's an 
outright success - the most interesting 
records often aren't - but, at its best, it 
enthrals. The fractured, sombre skip of 
opener 'All Of Us' proves a fine preparatory 
tool for the sonic adventures ahead, such as 
'The Last And Least Likely', where sweeping 
drama abounds, or the rich, sonorous 
melange of beats, guitars and strings offered 
on 'Automatism' and 'Miu Miu'. 
James Skinner 



The Shaky Hands 



Lunglight (Memphis Industries) 

Being from Portland, the home of productive 
eccentricity, The Shaky Hands' jittering and 
jiving feels like a somewhat conservative 
use of insecurity. The rhythms bubble nicely 
and there's a lot of energy in the small 
movements of their Beefheart-inspired folk 
boogie as it wiggles along. 'Love All Of has 
slinking percussion and backing vocals that 
sound like some glorious Buddhist chant 
auto-tuned to pop mode; it manages to be 
both creepy and uplifting, like a dusk over 
Portland's large steel bridges. 'Air Better 
Come' has a shamanic feel; words tremble 
furiously, expelled from a pounding chest. 
These are the highlights, though. Much 
of the album is less interesting and, in a 
post-Animal Collective world where folk 
has shattered into a million variations, The 
Shaky Hands give tell-tale signs of folk 
music heading toward its fatter, 
megalomaniac cousin, NY punk. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Starkey 



Ephemeral Exhibits (Planet Mu) 

Don't believe the hype that this is dubstep 
from Philadelphia. Sure, Starkey captures 
that butterfly-in-the-stomach, sub-bass 
wobble for a few seconds here and there; but 
there's more to this album than just that 
particular flavour of the month. It's actually a 
chocolate box selection of pretty much every 
post-rave dance music trend to have 
occurred within the last fifteen years. If you 
really want to, you can nibble on sped-up 
vocal sample come-ons and energy-rush 
arpeggios, or retro electro-pop smuggery, or 
jungle-ish territory; they're all hacked down 
and turned into high street beefburger 
pastures -ditzy, upbeat, boobs-out 
Euro-House, curtains-drawn bedroom trip 
hop, and Gameboy jitter-stabs on the stairs 
of an early evening crimewave. But be 
warned: this is musical aspartamine, a 
synthetic sugar-rush that will screw your 
insides with an unsatisfying, artificial energy 
brewed up in some laboratory. Do yourself 
a favour: have a doughnut instead. 
Daniel Spicer 



Sunken Foal 



Fallen Arches (Planet Mu) 

Imagine some denizens of the Finnish free 
music underground being persuaded to add 
a little glitz to their lo-fi scratch'n'scrape so 
that it could soundtrack some corporate 
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presentation, and you might end up 
with something a little like this Dublin 
act's polished debut. Piano, vocals and 
acoustic strings subjected to various 
laptop shenanigans create a kind of wyrd 
folktronica hybrid that's struggling to 
balance the two impulses. Half the tracks 
here glisten with an almost overpoweringly 
sweet prettiness - with simple melodies and 
round-edged beats - like the soundtrack to 
a 21st Century ThirtysomethingwWh more 
beards. The rest employ deliberate detuning 
and ham-fisted plucking in an attempt to 
evoke something eldritch crawling out of the 
peat-fog - but, when those cute beats drop 
in, the mist-menace clears and we realise we 
were in someone's back garden all along. 
Oh, and here comes mum with sandwiches 
and lemonade. Nice one, mum. 
Daniel Spicer 



Tenebrous Liar 



Tenebrous Liar's Last Stand (TV) 

Tenebrous Liar's Last Standi steeped in 
despair, dark and gloomy, much in the style 
of the photography of its maker, Steve 
Gullick. 'Blood Moon' begins with a stark, 
bluesy riff; you're in a barren landscape, 
vultures encircling. His woes are evident; 
on the befittingly titled 'Doomed' he sings, 
"Can 't find my feet/Can 't keep a grip/Can 't 
find my feet/I am a dick". His voice looms, 
portentously: desolate and alone. Such 
pessimism is not totally unwelcome, but with 
Gullick's vocals the focal point (and little 
instrumentation beneath) it can be 
overbearing. But it's when the music, too, 
begins to conjure up a dark storm that this 
album transforms into something brighter. 
Eponymous tracks 'Tenebrous Liar' and 'Last 
Stand' are played with such intensity that 
their energy alone is uplifting; your only wish 
is that this had happened earlier. 
LukeJarvis 



The Uglysuit 



The Uglysuit (Quarterstick) 

A new brand of an 'oldies' genre is slowly 
beginning to manifest itself- classic indie 
rock.The Uglysuit muddle up many 
obligatory icons of yore, from yer Pavements 
and Sonic Youths to yer Death Cabs into 
what you might rightly expect is a lazily 
saccharine, wilfully ironic and typically 
generic outpouring of US alt rock. Hold, 
though, forthis Oklahoma band's self 
titled debut is utterly wonderful, and has 
had me daydreaming myself into trouble 
since my first listen. Said influences may be 
worn proudly on their sleeves, but for once 
here's a band bulldozing their way to 
something stunning. Guitars are heavily 
overdubbed, vocals and melodies pounding 
and mangling themselves together into a 
tumble. Irony is buried beneath an avalanche 
of doleful melancholy that never once swings 
towards over-earnestness. 
The Corpo 



WhiskyCats 



WhiskyCats (Medical) 

My flatmate arrives and starts laughing 
when he sees the twisted look on my face: 
"What's wrong, man?" I want to say, "It's 
this cynical attempt to lob Balkanised skiffle 
into revivalist rockabilly. AlexTurner-esque 
observational lyricism just doesn't work if all 
you do is celebrate the idleness of getting 
wasted. There's a cute little piece about a 
boyfriend in the doghouse ('Locked Out 



Lover') but the rest is uninspired." 
I want to rant that "Many of WhiskyCats' 
contemporaries have stripped themselves 
back to carry rhythms with fewer instruments 
because, dammit, it's way more impressive. 
But WhiskyCats' music doesn't feel like the 
broken article they want it to, because there's 
no grit or fuzz or warmth in the recording." 
But, because he thinks I talk too much, I just 
say: "This band. I mean, I'd probably love 
them at a festival, but. . .y'know, nobody 
needs another album about being drunk." 
Matthew Sheret 



The Amorphous Androgynous: 
A Monstrous Psychedelic Bubble 
Exploding In Your Mind, Volume One 
(Platipus) 

This double mix album from Gaz Cobain and 
Brian Dougans of Future Sound Of London 
is a purposeful meander through a couple of 
decades of loosely psychedelic musics. First 
broadcast as one of the ISDN radio shows, 
this collection iterates the roots of 2002's 
The Isness, the album that first saw Future 
Sound Of London draw openly upon Sixties 
and Seventies psychedelia. It's a generous 
collection-taking in psych-folk, funk, jazz, 
electronica and rock in various, 
different-world forms -and a thoughtful 
one, conducting the listener gently through 
an itinerary both sensory and historical. 
Though it's counter-intuitive to pick 
favourites from such a careful progression, 
Osibisa's 'Blank Ant' and Hariprasad 
Chaurasia's 'Manzh KhamazTeental' are 
particularly wondrous. 

The album also contains two Amorphous 
Androgynous tracks, tasters from the album 
due laterthisyearfor which, if this is any 
indication, expectation should be nothing 
less than keen. 
Petra Davis 



Arriba La Cumbia! (Crammed Discs) 

Originating from Colombia's port city of 
Cartagena, where African and Amerindian 
populations combine, Cumbia is Latin dance 
music that's fevered with sexuality and as 
hard as house. Alberto Pacheco's 'Cumbia 
Cienaguera' has washboard rhythms, 
shuffling sweetly with its call and response 
motifs, waltzing away. Elsewhere, Pernett 
AndThe Caribbean Ravers' 'Huele 
a Mariacachafa' is a Bacardi advert 
stereotype - as garish as the outfit's name 
suggests. Success is hit and miss throughout; 
but that's an integral problem with 
projecting a history over a single disc. The 
music is somewhat manhandled by its 
modern counterparts and so tires quickly; 
especially when the English language gets 
involved and lyrics like "slamming the body 
harder" crawl in. 
Jonathan Falcone 



The Silence Was Warm Volume Two 
(Symbolic Interaction) 

It seemed that I'd barely finished sweeping 
up the last remaining drifts of whimsical, 
feather-light electronica, when, on a gust of 
late autumn breeze, this double CD 
compilation swirls through the air and settles 
gently on my doorstep. With artists from both 
Symbolic Interaction's native Japan and 
abroad, the tracks do initially opt for safety in 
numbers, merging into one soft, amorphous 
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Boogie Down 
Productions 

I'm Still #1 (from By All 

Means Necessary, Jive) 

"Aargh! I so can't 

stand this shit. The 

Wire asked me to do 
more or less the same thing months ago 
and then they didn't even print it. I was 
gonna write about 'Shining Armour' by 
New Kingdom (from the record Paradise 
Don't Come Cheap) but I can't find the 
bloody tape it's on. So then I thought I'd 
do Jungle Brothers' 'Jimbrowski' or 
something off Beef heart's Doc At The — 

Radar Station but I didn't because I'm just so bored with music right 
now. I don't see bands; I just sit at home and work on whatever 
I have to get done on the 'Make Sure You Get That Done' list that 
I have stapled to the inside of my head. Maybe I'm a victim of over 
saturation? Yeah, that's it, I'm over saturated. Too much juiciness 
leaking from me and contaminating everything that I used to feel 
enthused about. If you're reading this you've probably already been 
infected by this wave of indifference. I mean, why else would you be 
reading an article by an artist belonging to a genre that everybody 
swears blind has snuffed it other than too smirk and snigger at my 
played-out pearls of wisdom? I've had enough of this- I'm going back 
to making games rather than feeling like I'm part of one. My choice: 
well, it's gotta be Boogie Down Productions' 'I'm Still Number One'. 
It's good if you're feeling a bit low and need a bit of a pick me up!" 
(Infinite Livez) 



heap of tinkly tunes and ghost-girl vocals. 
Poke around inside, though, and subtle 
shades and crispy textures begin to emerge. 
Kashiwa Daisuke proves that there's room 
for at least one more reserved yet eloquent, 
Satie-inspired piano-based piece with 
opening track 'Coto'; djradio's 'Nothing 
Like Home' turns crackle and flutes into a 
golden sunrise, whilst Moskitoo's 'Melting 
Universe' is like running your hands through 
a dappled pool of sleepy thoughts. But surely 
that's not Mark Knopfler moonlighting as 
guitar-wangling trio Euphoria? 
Abi Bliss 



Willy Vlautin 



A Jockey's Christmas (Decor) 

Thanks in part to various questionable 
instances in the past, the idea of spoken 
word efforts backed by music might not 
always win a listener over; but there've been 
plenty of high points (Steven 'Jesse' 
Bernstein should be more famous than he 
is, rest his soul). Willy Vlautin, Richmond 
Fontaine member and novelist in his own 
right, does a lovely job with his debut in the 
field, the titular story being a seven part 
narrative detailing a holiday from the 
perspective of a troubled man visiting his 
family. His low-key but impassioned delivery 
is offset by musical signifiers - slide guitar, 
hints of harmonica - of an Americana that 
is as much ambient texture as locator of 
place and time. Complemented by two 
final pieces that each tell the same story but 
from different viewpoints, this is an unlikely 
but striking Christmas album. 
Ned Raggett 



Wallpaper 



On The Chewing Gum Ground (K) 

The Pacific Northwest has given rise to more 
than its fair share of kitsch gestures, this 
debut by Auburn, Washington three-piece 
Wallpaper among them. Songs entitled 'Pop 
Rocket', 'RockAnd Roll World' and 'Auto 



Bop' abound with handclaps, tambourines 
and Farfisa - and while genre pieces are a 
relatively noble KRecs tradition, this is more 
Austin Powers than Lenny Kaye. "I had a 
dream, Elvis Presley in my dream, "froths 
'Pop Rocket', "be-lot-do-lop-bop-a-loo-hop, 
sha ha ha ha. "Where The Make-Up - clearly 
an influence here - once mined the radical 
possibilities of rock'n'roll and gospel, 
Wallpaper seem more concerned with 
making sure listeners understand that 
they're only kidding. Both 'RockAnd Roll 
World' and 'Shag Carpet' are more-or-less 
exercises in pastiche, and while 'Vertigo 
Jane' does briefly muster some excitement, 
swagger and shine, these things are later 
dispersed by an inexplicably poor lyric. 
Petra Davis 



Y'AII Is Fantasy Island 



No Ceremony (Wise Blood Industries) 

Hot on the heels of summer release 
Rescue Weekend, Y'AII Is Fantasy Island's 
third LP is a different beast. Whereas 
Rescue. . . threatened to detonate but 
never truly broke its limits, here Adam 
Stafford draws more people around him 
and lets go like a demon set free from 
ages' internment. 'Consider Yourself 
Swallowed' fires into life with thundering 
guitars and zealous vocals calling to mind 
Nineties grunge. The four proceeding tracks 
continue the momentum, 'With Handclaps' 
standing out for its stomping self-confidence. 
'Wreck On The Highway, Boy' veers toward 
the noise-soaked abandon of The Smell - 
then, that instinct for restraint edges in, 
songs beginning to unfold across four or 
five minutes like a pop-sized Godspeed! By 
the time we get to banjo ballad 'Jack 
Montgomery', however, I fear that the focus 
is slipping; but the album's climax'Punk Rock 
Disco' -with light production and the 
howling "We're all selling out! "- restores 
its towering angst. 
Darren Loucaides 
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Various 

Dancehall: The Rise Of Jamaican Dancehall Culture 
(Soul Jazz) 

The borders of genre definition being, as 
ever, vaporous demarcations hewn from 
subjective arguments (those demarcations 
themselves shifting within historical 
perspectives), venerated reissues label Soul 
Jazz's case for the sound and the soul 
of dancehall is a welcome addition to the 
discourse. The sleeve-sticker proclaims 
this double set as a 'Definitive Guide' but, 
as author Steve Barrow's sleevenotes implicitly 
acknowledge, 'defining' dancehall is as 
chimeric an aim as any. 

As Barrow observes, the mainstream 
press originally used 'dancehall' as a catch-all 
term for any reggae that wasn't Bob Marley; 
as British and American critics consolidated 
Marley's iconic status as a political songwriter 
(which conformed to a traditional, Dylan-esque 
concept of pop hero-dom), Jamaican pop 
largely moved away from the religious and 
political themes of the roots era, favouring 
raw humour, romance and raunch. While 
comedy and pop make for strange bedfellows, 
the absurdist hypochondria of Michigan 
And Smiley's 'Diseases' -wherein said emcees 
air their despair at a litany of subjects, from 
women wearing trousers instead of skirts 
to a plethora of diseases including elephantitis, 
arthritis and diabetes - is as winning as it 
is bemusing. 

Sonically, dancehall was never a revolution, 
while its subsequent evolutions -especially 



ragga and the digi-dancehall wave that built 
upon the robust bones of that 'Under Me Sleng 
Teng'riddim-are largely outside of the 
compilers' remit. Thankfully, this double set 
elects not to include countless tracks 
incorporating that same computerised rhythm 
laid down by King Jammy and Wayne Smith. It 
does, however, feature perhaps the first digital 
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reggae production, Horace Ferguson's 
1 986 single 'Sensi Addict'; its early cheap 
synths sound charmingly rinky-dink, the 
chintzy keyboard blare and robotic handclaps 
lending a giddily off-kilter bounce to its tale 
of ganja dementia. 

Elsewhere, the compilation suggests 
that dancehall didn't so much coin a new 
sound as embrace everything Jamaican 
pop had already been thus far, alloying 
all these elements into a boldly populist 
sound expertly tuned forthe nightspots 
from whence it wrought its name: Reggie 
Stepper's 'Cu-Oonah' daubed Sister Nancy's 
canyon-deep 'Bam Bam' rhythm with his 
addictively hypnotic titular hook; Trinity's 
luscious 'Uptown Girl' slathered its aching 



melody in swarming swamps of dub on a Black 
Ark vintage. 

If dancehall continuesto evade 
definition, then this compilation similarly 
avoids asserting what dancehall isn't; it's 
less concerned with the music's limitations 
than it is with the possibilities it embraced. 
Guarding the generic borders like an arsehole 
doorman is a colossal bummer, after all. Rather, 



The Rise Of Jamaican Dancehall Culture plays 
out like a wide-ranging survey of the greatest 
Jamaican pop of its loosely-defined era (late 
Seventies to early Eighties, with Chaka Demus 
And Pliers and Cutty Ranks representing 
dancehall's early Nineties assault on the 
outside world), a broad and bright church 
that discovered new stars at the same time 
as it gave a new lease of life to veterans I ike 
Junior Murvin, Tenor Saw and Sister Nancy, 
whose aforementioned 'Bam Bam', as 
updated by Yellowman, is one of many 
treats collected herein. 

Dancehall saw reggae retreat from the 
'crossover' adulterations of the Marley albums 
Island released in Britain and America, instead 
returning to Jamaican pop's idiosyncratic 
roots, refracting that history through the lens 
of modern production techniques and, in the 
process, demonstrating a fiendish ear for hook- 
orientated pop singles. Admirably, The Rise 
Of Jamaican Dancehall Culture feels less 
like a dry old musicology lecture and more 
like a party-proof all-killer mixtape culled 
from an inarguable Golden Age. 

Result. 
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i remember you 

Words: Jon Dale 

Arthur Russell 

Love Is Overtaking Me (Rough Trade) 

For a brief period in time, I was so completely 
burnt out on the language of love songs that 
I placed a moratorium on listening to them; 
anything overt about its address of affairs ducoeur 
was strictly forbidden . The currency of the love 
song is so often big emotions, overarching 
observations, gross generalisations: the 
protagonist is either gorged on the amorous act, 
or going through the bitterness and loss of cold 
turkey separations. OK, we get it: sometimes, 
love sucks. Pass me the smelling salts. 

I can't remember exactly what led me back 
from the brink, but I'd not be surprised if it was 
Arthur Russell, whose songwriting was often 
about the tiny epiphanies in life and love that 
sustain you through the drudgery of workaday 
living. Maybe it was the tenderness and small time 
sensuality of 'Arm Around You', from Calling Out 
Of Context, or the indistinct yet tactile blushes and 
blurs of World Of Echo's 'Soon To Be Different Fun'; 
here were songs that saw love and companionship 



as gestures of humility and generosity, not as 
empty statements of romantic rhetoric. 

So I'm glad to be able to report that Love Is 
Overtaking Me, while its title suggests love as 
voracious, is most affecting when it catches those 
seemingly fleeting moments in daily life: many of 
its songs are exercises in everydayness. Here is love 
presented simply, as something that happens 
between humans, not something abstracted 
through mediated representation - 1 say simply, 
but these songs also acknowledge the complexity 
of relating. 'Hey! How Does Everybody Know' 
captures the joy of being in love and the attempts 
to "keep it cool", how your body betrays your 
desire to keep things schtum: "It's because you 
can 't help it, showing what's really real. " 

They're not just love songs, either -there's the 
wonderful coming-of-age song 'This Time Dad 
You're Wrong', and the startling folk plaint 'Eli', 
about an unloved dog (I'd imagine a pet of 
Arthur's), where Russell's voice weaves and wanes 
alongside the starchy rasp and string-sweet slide of 
his cello. Elsewhere, a birthday cake is about the 
moment of gift-giving, but also a bittersweet 
reflection upon the passing of time and flying the 
family coop. In the grain of Russell's voice you can 



hear lived experience, wistfulness, pleasure and 
melancholy in equal measures -sometimes, 
pleasure in melancholy, the pleasure of melancholy. 

Love Is Overtaking Me is a surprising record if 
you only know Arthur Russell as outward-bound 
disco voyager or modern classical pop-minimalist. 
Rough Trade are framing this as his set of pop, folk 
and country songs, and in that respect it's of a 
piece with \99A's Another Thought- but it's much 
stronger than that. Sometimes he sounds like an 
idyll-dreamer version of Todd Rundgren circa 
Something /Anything? and he's obviously listened 
to Laura Nyro, but often these songs could be 
written by a more sentimental version of American 
geek-poppers The Feelies or The Scene Is Now. 
Rougher songs are like The Modern Lovers, which 
is no surprise given the Lovers' Ernie Brooks and 
Jerry Harrison played in some of the line-ups here. 

Ultimately, Love Is Overtaking Me is all about 
beautiful moments captured, where you're losing 
your cool but trying to stay composed: as Russell 
sings on 'Habit Of You', "When I opened the 
door and saw you smiling once again, I felt so 
lucky". It's almost icky sentimentality, but in an age 
fundamentally crippled by irony, Russell's songs are 
welcome salves. 



Current 93 



Nature Unveiled (Durtro Jnana) 
Dogs Blood Rising (Durtro Jnana) 

Current 93 may now have moved well 
beyond the influences of Crowley, Manson 
and the Antichrist (all of which are evident 
on these two debut albums), but those 
themes and methods still thread their way 
through DavidTibet's current output. 

A constant stream of collaborators, 
including the omnipresent Steven Stapleton 
of Nurse With Wound, John Balance, Annie 
Anxiety, Youth and Steve Ignorant of 
Crass, swirls though these bad-trip tape 
collages and passages of Latin-flecked blank 
verse. They muse on war, death, famine and 
plague -the four amphetamine-doped 



horsemen of what would later become the 
Noddy apocalypse - in the hands of an 
auteur whose peculiarly English take 
on the avant-garde has ridden through 
the underground nightmare factory for 
24 years. 

Neither of these records are cheery, 
remastered as they have been into two 
freshly abyssal oozes where repetition rules. 
The relentless, minimal drums, mangled 
Gregorian chants, weeping children, 
primitively paranoid electronics and 
vocals stretched through whatever 
effects were to hand sometimes waver - but 
when Tibet yowls "Maldororis dead dead 
dead", or when the hideous, tormented 
wails of "Jesus wept! " pierce the stark 



soundscape, you recognise that these are 
moments still intense enough to drive a body 
to distraction. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Damon And Naomi 



More Sad Hits (20/20/20) 

When Galaxie 500 split and DeanWareham 
slinked off to form Velvets clones Luna, 
Damon Krukowski and Naomi Yang 
went into hiding until coaxed out of 
semi-retirement by their producer, Kramer, 
who forced them into his Noise New Jersey 
studio in the summer of 1 992. The result 
was this, More Sad Hits: where the 
slow-motion melt of late-period Galaxie 
500 meets the duo's nascent interest in the 



mantric improvisations of Can and The Soft 
Machine. Indeed, sometimes More Sad Hits 
reads like an extended tribute to Robert 
Wyatt with song titles like 'Little Red Record 
Co' and 'SirThomas And Sir Robert'. It is 
notable that both Wyatt, and Krukowski 
and Yang, were rhythm sections frozen out 
of their first groups - and they each 
responded with beautifully melancholy 
dissections of the human spirit. 

Damon And Naomi went on to 
become acid folk royalty, but here 
they're fragile, tender and still licking 
their wounds. In the process, they made 
one of the defining statements of 
their career. 
Jon Dale 
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Jrsula Bogner 

Recordings 1 969-1 988 (Faitiche) 

The back story of this collection of synthesiser music is 
so note-perfect that some reviewers have doubted its 
veracity. It introduces the home recordings of a suburban 
pharmacist and mother who just happened to have an 
impressive analogue set-up in the spare room, a passion for patchbays and 
oscillators and -this was the bit where I raised an eyebrow- a Wilhelm 
Reich-inspired orgone accumulator in the back garden. Its release purports to 
be the result of a chance aeroplane meeting between the late Ursula Bogner's 
son and minimal techno producer Jan Jelinek. 

It's worth remembering that engineering hobbies and odd New Age 
physics/sex theories were once not so unusual, and that just because middle- 
aged women don't build modular synths for fun now does not mean they 
mightn't have in the Seventies. But if Jelinek's is a tall tale, it's a good one: it 
exploits our appetite for eccentricity, amateurism and the incongruous 
(Bogner's gender sets her apart from most other home synth tinkerers, past 
and present). It also plays upon our taste for historical narrative, for if this 
album's organic pitter-patters and whubs are merely a simulacrum of vintage 
synthesiser music, their emotional import will lessen for many listeners. 
Listenable as all 1 5 tracks are, chosen with sonics not chronology in mind, 
they are still sparse and odd enough to need some background. 

That said, synth buffs will find context less important, as Bogner's instinct 
for sound always tends towards the pleasurable and clearly defined, with a 
warm human touch. Her compositions share with Cluster's an ability to coax 
noise into patterns at once discombobulating and friendly: '2 Ton' and 
'Punkte' summon the ghostly rhythmic phasing and bubblegum basslines of 
Zuckerzeit. While these off-pop miniatures are tickly fun, my preference is for 
the more ambient pieces: 1 988 closer 'Soloresonanzen' is a blissfully sinister 
thing that breathes and clicks around shifting, atonal stripes of sound. 
Perhaps Jelinek can source some more long-form Bogner for future releases. 
Frances Morgan 



Danielson 



Trying Hartz: First Fruits, 1994-2004 
(Secretly Canadian) 

If you've never heard Daniel Smith of 
Danielson, I could say that the sound is akin 
to a softer, cuter Animal Collective, only with 
added God for comfort and support and a 
falsetto to blow the holy stained glass out. 
Because that falsetto, right? It brings 
Danielson closer to God. High up there, you 
know? And that's God's own truth. And if 
you're already quaking in your shoes at the 
very mention of the G-man, don'tyou be the 
judge - because that's ///s job. Just listen to 
this, and you'll want to plug in, if not convert, 
to whatever's powering this man and his 
music. And if God is love, is magic, 
is madness, is mankind in all its glory and 
plurality, then maybe this sounds a little bit 
like God speaking: in a really, really squeaky 
voice.Amen. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Hart Gore (Southern Lord) 

Mean Man's Dream (Southern Lord) 

Kudos to Southern Lord for slinging these 
long out-of-print instrublasts back into the 
ether, but really, it should either have been 
done years ago or never done at all. In the 
mid-Eighties, Holland's Gore ran with a 
punk-inflected yet cuttingly clinical mode of 
wordless metal lockdowns, totally without 
parallel: even Melvins' Gluey Porch 
Treatments landed a year after 1 986's Hart 
Gore. Considering how few people have the 
faintest idea about this band, their status as 
progenitors is extensive: they predict 
Godflesh, Don Caballero, Meshuggah and 
Pelican - especially Pelican - over the 
40-plus tracks on these two CDs (the 
original albums plus a raft of live bonus 
candy). Mathematical and militaristically 
precise, without those bothersome 'friendly 
fire' mishaps, we can see how Gore grew in 
stature as these discs progress; and how they 



turned their hand to terrific, side-long epics 
for 1 988's Wrede. More Kudos to Southern 
Lord when they reissue that. 
Noel Gardner 



The Jesus And Mary Chain 



The Power Of Negative Thinking: B- 
Sides And Rarities (Rhino) 

I never much liked Psychocandy. Clawing 
back the feedback and walls of noise, 
I strongly suspected that there was nothing 
really there- just aimless passion with no 
core.Then again, by the time I was born it'd 
been out several months; how could I 
comprehend its significance so many years 
later? Which, I guess, is what recommends 
this collection of more than 80 'rarities'. 
Listening to debut single 'Upside Down' - 
like a mutilated, nightmarish Beach Boys - 1 
can taste the excitementThe Jesus And Mary 
Chain would have caused in '84, while 
acoustic versions of classics - 'Just Like 
Honey' and 'Taste Of Cindy', along with '83 
demo 'UpToo High' -demonstrate diverse 
shades. As erudite here as anywhere else. It's 
the first 40 songs that matter - non-essential 
listening for long-time fans, rediscovered 
treasures for curious newcomers. 
Darren Loucaides 



Pere Ubu 



Dub Housing (Cooking Vinyl) 

While the term 'post-punk' seems to have 
become simply a byword for skeletal, spiky 
guitars, this 30th anniversary remastered 
version of Pere Ubu's second album shows 
what the period was really about (to quote 
both Orange Juice and the title of Simon 
Reynold's excellent book on the era): ripping 
it up and starting again. 

A work of stunning imagination, Dub 
Housinglakes its reference points from as far 
outside the rock canon as one might expect 
from a band named after an absurdist 1 9th 
Century play. It still sounds extraordinary, 
DavidThomas' demented, neo-eunuch 



vocals sitting atop a bed of synth-freakery 
and fragmented sound collage. Their 
masterstroke is the way they combine 
these avant-garde tendencies with a 
relatively straight rhythm section and 
snatches of genuine pop, offering ways 
into the madness - a far cry from 
the exclusive mindset that blights much 
experimental music. 
Marcus O'Dair 



Omar Rodriguez Lopez 



Absence Makes The Heart Grow 
Fungus (Willie Anderson) 
Minor Cuts And Scrapes InThe Bushes 
Ahead (Willie Anderson) 

While At The Drive-In were dissolving in 
2001, Omar Rodriguez-Lopez was already 
recording progressive psych rock with Cedric 
Bixler-Zavala and Jeremy Michael Ward as 
the putative Mars Volta and future dub as De 
Facto. A couple of sessions' worth of material 
recorded by R-Lo (with Ward, who would die 
of a heroin overdose months later) during 
these months has finally seen the light of day 
on the Dutch imprint that handles most of 
the prodigious guitarist's solo material. 
Absence. . . is more playful than the formal 
informality of the Lalo Schifrin-meets-fl/fcte 
Brewjazz fusion/car chase jazz funk of his 
self-titled effort of 2005. 'Of Ankles To Stone' 
mixes thunderous breaks and melodica dub, 
while jittery acid jazz and diseased space 
rock entwine elsewhere. Minor Scrapes. . . is 
more experimental, mixingThrobbing 
Gristle/CabVol electronics and doom dub. 
Both are a great tribute to Ward. 
John Doran 



Bara Sambarou 



Gambari 79 (Totolo) 

Living in Mali, Bara Sambarou has been 
playing a four string lute for decades, and 
cassette recordings of his performances have 
long been traded at Mali market stalls. His 
playing churns in such a way that it's difficult 
not to compare it to Western blues, yet this is 
the music of praise. With over thirty recorded 
versions of the song 'Gambari', it is 
revelatory that this performance from 1 979 
has been made digital, and you're invited to 
compare and contrast. Sambarou's voice 
hums with a purity of tone, speaks with a 
teacher's delivery. His use of motif demands 
attention: notes evolve into faster-paced 
patterns before skipping, sticking or 
becoming too ludicrously complex to 
collapse into other sections. This album is a 
portal. 
Jonathan Falcone 



The Thing 



Now And Forever (Smalltown Superjazz) 

TheThing's saxophone-abusing frontman 
Mats Gustafsson once told me that Albert 
Ayler and CecilTaylor and groups like The 
Sonics orThe Stooges were "all the same" 
as far as he was concerned. And, along 
with a ferocious rhythm section, the Swede 
has gone on to become the living 
embodiment of that belief, combining free 
jazz with the brutal, berserker energy of 
garage rock. Yet their long-deleted, self-titled 
2000 debut, the first of the three CDs (plus 
one live DVD, featuring Thurston Moore) that 
make up this boxset, serves as a reminder 
that their origins were considerably weighted 
towards jazz. Four of the six tunes are Don 
Cherry compositions, and, although they're 
hardly the most faithful renditions, the band 



clearly have a way to go before they 
start covering Lightning Bolt, as on last 
year's Action Jazz album. She Knows, from 
2002 and featuring American free jazz icon 
Joe McPhee, is a step along that journey, but 
things really reach fruition with Gluttony the 
previously unreleased suite presented on 
disc three. Forty-four entirely improvised 
minutes that run the gamut from wounded 
animal groans to sheer primal fury, it's truly 
music of extremes; whether of agony or 
ecstasy is not always clear, but it's 
magnificent either way. 
Marcus O'Dair 



Autoconstruccion (CCA) 



The Glasgow School Of Art Goes Pop 
(Art Goes Pop) 

To accompany his exhibition 
Autoconstruccion, Mexican artist Abraham 
Cruzvillegas handed lyrics to 1 8 Glasgow 
acts, broadcasting the results via a 
soundsystem mounted on a specially built 
bicycle. It's tempting to imagine the songs in 
s/fty: Triple School's glorious punk tussle 
blasting across the Kingston Bridge, Nalle's 
devotional avant-folk gleaming out of 
Pollokshields' Orthodox church. Somehow, 
these songs of personal history and Mexican 
politics prove a sympathetic match for 
Glasgwegian DIY. Foxface's ode to love and 
tortillas suggests Gilbert Hernandez's 
Palomarcomcs relocated to the Outer 
Hebrides, while the sensual evocations of 
Mexican fauna in 'Succulent' gain a gruff 
poetry in the hands of Gummy Stumps. 

Art Goes Pop's compilation is 
overburdened with arch indie - but there 
are gems in the form of Yoko, Oh No! 's 
sweetly ludicrous 8-bit fantasies, 
Plaaydoh and Dirty Summer's noisy Casio- 
core and the lush, transatlantic pop of 
Sparrow AndThe Workshop or Zoey Van 
Goey. It's a fine sampling of Glasgow's 
underground, but it's Autoconstruccion, 
with its spirit of cultural exchange and 
reinvention, that truly inspires. 
Stewart Smith 



Kung Fu Supersounds (De Wolfe 
Music Library) 

Like kung fu's lone wolf heroes, library 
music spurns the OST path for a different, 
freer road. These 43 snippets from the 
de Wolfe catalogue were soundtracks 
to whatever scenarios of heroism, sex 
and suspense the feverish imaginations 
of men like RegTilsley could cook up, their 
tapes sitting coiled and ready to spring 
until they were called upon to accompany 
the Shaw Brothers' Seventies Hong Kong 
action flicks. Most dart around like Jerry 
Goldsmith's percussionists playing Laser 
Quest, skulking in violin-edged shadows 
before dashing in with all trumpets blazing. 
Some, such as JackTrombey's 'Manoeuvres' 
and 'Dodge City 1 ', think they're in The 
Magnificent Seven. Between the balletic 
kicks and wince-making nunchuck 
movements, much weirdness abounds: Pete 
Willsher and Keith Cheshire's squeaky 
voodoo bass groove 'DrWitch-Wot' and 
RogerWebb's doleful lounge-jazz 
'Moonbird' paint a much more enticing 
image of 1 978's Heaven And Hell 'than a 
poster ever could. 
Abi Bliss 
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Spork - many of them seriously 



"An album of imagination, brilliant invention and 
noise landscapes designed to intrigue and titillate., 
will be whispered as a favourite influence for years 
to come" ***** subba-cultcha.com 



"big brawny electronica laid over fuzzed-out trip hop beats, 
ideal for drifting off in the early hours" plan b 



"dense astral guitars., a killer groovy bass., large cracks and 

thuds that spray up vapour into the air., set 

aside some time, some attention, and get stuck in" thelineofbestfit.com 
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The trouble with. 



"ultra-catchy, jangly acoustic 

pop that reminds you of 

Lloyd Cole, Teenage fanclub - 

or American Music club 1%*^^ 

soundsxp.com 
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"memorable slices of acoustic 
whimsy" *** Q magazine 

"An off-kilter look at the 
traumas , troubles , and 
triumphs of love, Berridge has 
an air of a man at ease with 
his emotions , able to take the 
hits and still come back 
fighting for more. 'Looking For 
Aliens' would have even the most 
depressed student up on the 
dancefloor stretching their 
drainpipes., whilst his take on 
GBV's 'Game Of Pricks' is worthy 
of the old dog's themselves." 
americana-uk.com 
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more info at the website www.theinternetatemysoul.co.uk 

distributed by cargo available from all good record stores and itunes 
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mind games 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Illustration: Patrick Gildersleeves 

Children's TV in 2008 is a real education. 

But whatever happened to the right to dream? 




Favourite pop object of the year? Easy. My most 
cherished piece of pop merch of '08 measures three 
inches by one by one. Cast in white plastic in some 
Chinese sweatshop, it came free with a burger and 
fries. It plays a song - only one, mind, and only 30 
seconds of it. My ten-year old's plays McFly. Mine 
plays Girls Aloud. The two-year old steals both and 
scratches up a cacophony with random button- 
push. Pick it up, pop it on, put it down. 

Kids are brutal with pop, have a taste for the 
fresh stuff undiluted by linkage and lineage. These 
pint-sized pop addicts respond only to melody and 
rhythm and what charms their soul, and cherish 
their McDonalds Song Players almost as much as 
Dad. There's a brilliant simplicity in getting that tune 
out of your head and into your legs. It says use pop 
for what you need. It puts control into tiny hands. 



A series of arithmetical and 
literary exercises stacked up 
without care or compassion 



Music on kid's television is often a child's first 
exposure to sound and its possibilities. But kid's TV 
in 2008 is less willing to be governed by what kids 
actually want, and all abouttelling kids what they 
should want- what they need. This new, vocational, 
career-minded exploitation of music for educational 
purposes is in danger of becoming the only story - 
the utilitarian mindset instilled early on an entire 



generation. Kid's pop, the music you hear in the 
living room, in the playground, in the back of cars, 
is becoming a tool of social engineering. An evil of 
sorts. Just take a look out there. 

I'm talking about the 20 channels of constant 
noise broadcasting right now, for kids from 
Boomerang all the way up to CITV. And no, I'm not 
bitching about Uncle Walt's High School Musical, or 
Hannah Montana, or Nickleodeon's unquestionably 
ace rockumentary Naked Brothers Band. These 
kindling/gold cashcow combo-juggernauts have 
been with us since time immemorial, and every 
teenager needs hate-figures. Harmless, here, and 
eventually gone after scarring you with a few 
undeniable moments (the Spinal 7ap-esque improv 
and amazingly ace music in Naked Brothers Band 
truly rises above hokiness or patronisation). That's 
not the problem. I'm thinking about 
the way music is now pitched at pre- 
tweens. The way kid's TV music has 
become knowingly educational, 
improving, productive. Time was that 
the few sparse moments of toddler- 
aimed telly we got didn't dare 
squander precious moments on 
anything so vulgar as lifeskills, brain- 
boosting, readying your tots for the 
corporate climb of adulthood. It may have given us 
those things incidentally, subliminally, accidentally- 
but its intent was never to improve - only to 
enchant. Right now, the message thrown at kids 
through toys, magazines and television reflects our 
mistrust, our paranoia, the fear that our kids will get 
'left behind', or left out. It's part of our desperation 
to fine-tune every single aspect of their fate. 



We won't leave them in the care of men in sheds 
anymore -the Oliver Postgates and Eric Thompsons, 
who only needed five minutes of a latch-key kid's 
life to twist that life inside out outside in of an 
afternoon. Watching Camberwick Green, or 
Bagpuss- currently retransmitted by NickleodeonJr 
after 8pm - and the supplanting of fantasy for fear 
in the last 30 years of kids' TV is clear. 

Current kids shows grab the infant's hand 
and pressure-push them into being part of 
a goal-achieving/problem-solving 'team', a concept 
epitomised by the hellacious, 'interactive' Dora The 
Explorer, where the titular Dora leads your children 
on a noisy death-march to the goal. Just compare 
that to The Clangers, a show honest and harsh 
enough to allow the kid to be alone, onlyjust 
understanding, getting pulled by the sheer strange 
attraction of those lone pipes and Sun-Ra shimmers 
of outer space. Similarly, the opening titles and 
dewy dulcimer folk of Camberwick Green's opening 
and closing title sequences offer a deathless 
bewitchment that still transfixes any child caught in 
their cobwebs. This isn't music that condescends to 
children. Rather, it politely insists that children hear 
beauty uncut by protective concerns, as ravishing, 
suggestive and shatteringly poignant as music gets. 
It doesn't provide swift congratulation or reasoning, 
but offers something the kid's head has to wrap 
itself around, figure out, wonder how anything 
can be so crystalline, so complex, so suggestive of 
a joy and sadness that's entirely unchildish. This is 
music that widened the world and disturbed the 
expectations about music for a generation - as 
much, if not more, than the radiophonic noises 
wibbling from all television at that time. 
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In contrast, watch 08's biggest kid-hits. Little 
Einsteins, Lazytown, Higglytown Heroes, Superwhy 
-throughout, music is used as some kind of 
grisly didactic device - implanting orthodoxies, 
emphasising your place in the mass, jollying 
prototype economic units into bold new futures 
as captains of industry. Lazytown whips your 
jungenvolk into shape through aerobics, bad 
Eurobeat techno and colours so harsh they make 
your teeth itch. Higglytown Heroes is a hateful 
community of animated weeble-people, all of 
whom have their own song that celebrates their life 
of wage-slavery, their place in a functioning suburb. 
Superwhy and Little Einsteins are perhaps the most 
evil 20-minute salvos from kid-pop's scarifying new 
future: the former simply a series of arithmetical 
and literary exercises stacked up without care or 
compassion, all suffused with an endless din of 
chattering music impossible to differentiate or 
desire between. Little Einsteins -like Dora, an 
'interactive voyage' - makes kids repeat by-rote 
hurrahs for Mozart, Brahms, Beethoven, and other 
canonical cultural undeniables - but misses out 
something crucial: that Mozart, Brahms and 
Beethoven aren't just things that make you 'smart', 
they're a glimpse of the infinite, they pull you into 
other ways of being, are poetically transcendent 
and not just prosaically beneficial. 

Just as kids' toys are advertised for their ability 
to 'give your kids that competetive edge' so that 
terror of timewasting, that panicked paranoia of 
doing anything with kids that isn't self-evidently 
'profitable' is choking the imaginative reach out 
of kids' programming. We don't trust ourselves to 
diverge from the curriculum, we don't trust our kids 
enough to allow their imaginations to make sense 
of things. In the forward thrust of Kidpop 08, there 
is no room for levitation. 

Oh, there's still gold scattered. Pocoyo. Just 
watch it. The mini-operas of Backyardigans, Boogie 
Beebies' bhangra-fixation, Space Pirates' batshit mix 
of cheese and chants and cool covers, Spongebob 
Squarepants and his always-engrossing dives into 
torch-songs and powerballads. Yo Gabba Gabba, 
with its use of BizMark, Smoosh, Low and The Shins 
should hit the hipster gag-reflex, but it works 
beautifully because it lets real kids bust their own 
spontaneous moves to the music (there's none of 
Hi-Five or Fun Song Factory's shouty marshalling - 
the kids on such studio-bound singalong shows 
look downright terrorised), and the bands all 
seem to have raised their game rather than 
condescending to jingle-laziness. 

And occasionally, you get real moments of 
magic. Watching my two year-old's shocked 
stare when confronted with the volcanic reality 
of Cornelius shredding out a Sesame Street-style 
counting song, a wide-eyed stare that lasts half 
a minute, cogs whirring, before the body starts to 
make sense of it all in its own little one-girl moshpit, 
I'm reminded that the best moments of kids' TV 
music aren't those that improve you, tell you 
to eat your greens or learn your A-B-C's or find 
the best of both worlds. The best moments 
undoubtedly stretch the mind, but that's not their 
motivation - it's just a side-effect of the aesthetic 
explosion, the gentle derailment of reality that 
truly great kids' TV music always seems to achieve 
so beautifully. 

Commercial television obviously has no reason 
to pursue such unprofitable lines, but if the BBC 
don't find themselves a new Oliver Postgate or 
Peter Firmin soon, you can consider our children's 
collective imagination derelicted by television, 
abandoned to an ice-age of product-placement 
and home-tutoring. A better world maybe; a 
more productive one. But a world in which kids' 
imaginations will never be lost in sound again, 
never reach beyond the confinements of what's 
good for 'em. 




Series One and Two (Warp) 

There's a Monty Python sketch where a character is dragged 
out of one scene to make up the numbers in another. 
Afterwards, a BBC producer - John Cleese with a jazz goatee 
- asks him to sign a release form. The Beeb man's comment is 
an early sign of Python self -awareness: "Yes, well, I don't 
really understand it myself. But I hear it's very popular 
with students." 

In 1 991 , Steve Coogan had been appearing on 
mainstream TV shows as his character Paul Calf. This 
staggering Mane alcoholic had a crossover appeal: broadly- 
rendered enough for mainstream variety audiences, while 
hooking the campus crowd with his goading of the Hacienda 
faithful. Sample line: " I saw a student (witheringly 
pronounced 'ste-yewwwww-dent') buying a bag of chips. . . 
with a CHEQUE." 

But it was as Alan Partridge, the self-sabotaging sports 
presenter whom Coogan debuted on Radio 4's comedy 
On The Hour, that Coogan properly found his way into the 
hearts of graduates of all ages. The show was also the first 
significant work of Chris Morris and Armando lannucci, both 
to become icons of cutting edge humour. After 1 6 years, 
the full unedited series is finally available on CD, rightfully 
presented by Warp Records as the stuff of satirical high art, 
up there with the prints of Gillray and Cruikshank as it is 
with student comedy landmarks like Python and Beyond 
The Fringe. 

Presented by the show 'anchor' Morris in his demented 
Paxman-esque authority persona ("Good eve-news"), 
OTH showcases his love of skewed language (headlines 
are "fronty prongs", the time is "ten-to-three-to-four-to- 
five", and one episode commences with the boomed 
proclamation of "GOOD NEWS! "), intelligent silliness 
(the hourly pips turn into Chopsticks), and clever editing 
of found material. One favourite example is Alistair Cooke - 
Live From Central Park, in which an edition of the venerable 
broadcaster's Letter From America is augmented with PA 
reverb and a stadium crowd's whoops. 

Morris turns in spot-on parodies of other radio 
programmes of the day, from Steve Wright and Simon Bates' 
Radio 1 shows, to past Radio 4 staples like Weekending 
(a satire of satire), Money Box, Loose Ends (with Morris 
in a spot-on impersonation of Robert Elms) and Punters 
(renamed 'Peasants'), an early example of interactive 
broadcasting where listeners were invited to do their own 
reporting. But as with The Simpsonsyou don't need to catch 
the cultural references to enjoy the comedy. And although 
On The Hourwas eclipsed by its successful TV adaptation, 
The Day Today, it's a credit to Morris and co that virtually 
all The Day Today mate rial was entirely original, created 
from scratch for TV rather than recycling the On The Hour 
skits and segments. 

Listening to the shows today, I'm immediately 
transported to the tour bus (or rather, car) of my very 
first band. We'd drive from Bristol to London in 1 993 to 
play gigs during the Riot Grrrl days. There were only two 
cassettes for the car stereo: new music taped off Peel, 
and On The Hour. So I'll always associate the show with 
Huggy Bear's 'Her Jazz'. It's the same sense of all things 
being possible. 
Dickon Edwards 




Beijing Bubbles: Punk And Rock In 
China's Capital 

(Dir Susanne Messmer and George Lindt , 2005) 

Enter a dilapidated apartment in a slum suburb of Peking. 
The sleeping arrangements are matresses on the floor, 
strewn with debris: records, clothes, beer cans, ashtrays. 
On the walls are graffiti slogans written in black marker, 
like "China Punk" and "Get the fuck up! ". It reminds me 
of the flat where director Alex Cox situated Sid Vicious 
and Nancy Spungen in Sid And Nancy, which is fitting 
because it's the home of Chinese punk rockers Joyside. 
The band's lead singer, Bian Yuan, dresses like a dandy 
and says his idol is Jim Morrison, but adopts the laissez- 
faire attitudes of a Johnny Rotten or Sid Vicious. His three 
stated life goals are drinking, fucking and music. 

This is one of many scenes in Beijing Bubbles: Punk 
And Rock In China's Capital, directed by German 
filmmakers Susanne Messmer and George Lindt. As 
Messmer writes in the book accompanying this double 
DVD package, Beijing Bubbles demonstrates that in order 
to rediscover the revolutionary power of music, you might 
have to go overseas to find it: "We had the feeling as if 
the panache of punk, with which we grew up, but which 
has long run out of steam in the West, had slipped the 
other side of the globe," she writes. Besides Joyside, the 
film centres on four other bands - Ramones-inspired 
punkers New Pants, blues-rock band Sha-Zis, Riot Grrrl 
act Hang OnThe Box and Mongolian-influencedT9/ 
Hanggai. What began for Messmer and Lindt as their first 
documentary has, retroactively, become much more. In its 
final released form, Beijing Bubbles \s a comprehensive 
document on alternative Chinese youth culture, including 
the original film, a follow-up DVD and a book of essays 
penned by writers and music journalists across Europe. 

Even though China's government is more eager these 
days to establish its capital as a cultural mecca, it still has 
a hard time encouraging the individualism these punks 
desire. What may appear to us (as Western viewers) as 
markers of an already dead punk movement, are, in 
China, bold challenges to the country's still lively 
Confucian traditions and accelerated consumerism. 
To scorn work and mainstream culture, Messmer and 
Lindt argue, is out of the question in such a repressive 
landscape. Yet such challenges are questioned by the fact 
that all the bands receive financial support from their 
parents. Individualism may be stifled in China, but are 
these punks deserving of a seat among the repressed? 

At times Beijing Bubbles adopts a travelogue style, 
juxtaposing interviews and show footage with life in 
suburbia. There is an element of the exotic in this, as there 
is in the premise that these punk teens - not so different 
in my mind to hardcore kids in America - are worth 
documenting. But Beijing Bubbles \s more than a film 
about a subculture in an unknown land. It's a film about 
the dream that it is still viable to carve out an individual 
space in consumer culture - a space that may be 
impossible to find, whether in Beijing, Berlin, or London. 

On the second DVD, the makers return to China 
to catch up with the bands two years on. Things have 
changed. Hang On The Box drummer Shangy has quit 
the band, telling the filmmakers: "I want to change 
my life. I need to go to work and be [financially] 
independent." Even Bian Yuan has a different tack 
two years on. "The joke is over," he says. 
Beth Capper 
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the seasonal meditations of ...everett true and miss amp 

Interview: Louis Pattison 
Illustration: Mel Stringer 

Plan B's Brisbane and Stockholm correspondents talk new homes, new arrivals, 
and developing a sense of proportion. Peace and goodwill? Apparently so 



the context within which it was made. I'd forgotten 
how much of a totalitarian police state Queensland 
was until the mid-Eighties. But folk round here 
haven't. The Saints really were the first punk rock 
group ever, not least 'cos of their surrounds. " 

AMP: "Yeah, like, Those Dancing Days, they said 
people were more creative in Sweden because it's 
so fucking cold and dark in the winter. And it is, 
everyone just stays home. " 

Everett: "The climate way makes a difference. 
I don't want to be seeing sweaty rock when 
I'm sweating my balls off at home with the 
air conditioning cranked full. I don't want to 
be hearing loud sweaty rock, when my son 
can scream louder than any fucking rock star 
I've ever seen." 

Did you enjoy reading music writing 
this year? 

Everett: "I'm not immersed right now, the 
way you kids over there are. I need these breaks 
every few years cause otherwise how can you 
judge the peaks?" 

AMP: "I feel far away from music journalism 
and right now I feel like it's quite a parasitic art 
form ... it just seems like a moon that orbits the 
real planet of proper creativity. When I was 1 6, 
reading Melody Maker and NME was my LIFE. 
And right now I don't really want to know about 
it at all." 

Everett: "I totally disagree, even if I'm not 
reading music writing currently. No way is it any 
more parasitic than music itself, which is parasitic 
on folk with actual jobs or loves or passion. " 

AMP: "Back in the day I felt some of my best 
pieces were enough in themselves -that you didn't 
need to know the music that I was writing about to 
be able to take pleasure in the piece. But now I think 
I was almost putting too much of my creativity into 
something that is going to end up in the trash." 

Everett: "When you have a child it puts 
everything into proportion. I'm not sure I wanted 
everything put into proportion. One of the greatest 
strengths of the character of Everett True was that 
he had everything OUT of proportion." 

AMP: "Haha,yeah, EXACTLY that. Same with 
Miss AMP. She thought Gonzales or whatever was 
going to change the world. " 

Everett: " I actually wrote that one time about 
Bikini Kill, something along the lines that 'If I didn't 
think I could change the world I wouldn't still be 
writing about music'. Do I still think I can change 
the world from Brisbane? Actually, way more than 
I did in Brighton." 



How has your relationship to music changed, 
being transplanted to a different country? 
Do you feel out of the loop? Does all that cease 
to matter? 

AMP: "When I first moved to Sweden I was 
still super into the same music as I was back 
home. Initially it was quite a thrill, as bands would 
play here after playing London and I could get right 
down the front. But Stockholm indie kids are 
far more reserved than London's chaotic hordes, 
so gig-going was less enjoyable. Where's the fun 
in dancing when nobody else wants to? Plus, I was 
pregnant. The last gig I saw was Los Campesinos!, 
right down the front with a massive belly, scared 
I'd get pushed against the stage until I popped." 

Everett: "Your relationship to music totally 
changes when you become a parent. It's like giving 
up alcohol, only way more extreme. The world 
splits neatly into two: folk with kids and folk 
without kids. Compared to that, moving to 
another country definitely comes second. " 

Have you gone to see, or experienced music 
that you wouldn't have experienced in the UK? 

Everett: "Social circles change, so I have 
seen music I wouldn't have seen back home. 
For example: fancy-pants electronica and avant- 



'A child puts everything into proportion. I'm not 
sure I wanted everything put into proportion' 



garde music at nice government-sponsored venues 
such as Judith Wright Arts Centre and Powerhouse, 
neither of which would've dragged me out of 
slumber back in the UK. I last saw music like that 
in the Eighties. It's refreshing. Of most interest to 
me is definitely the Room 40 stuff. Microcosmic 
and macrocosmic, all about the incremental 
changes in mood." 

AMP: "Swedish pop, and Scandinavian music in 
general. Paavoharju, Lo-Fi-Fnk, Slagmalsklubben. 
Slagmalsklubben are just pristine electropop, really 
happy and jokey. Paavoharju is more interesting. 
It's like old folk songs mixed with little ravey bits, 
and ghostly choir sounds, like in church. It's dusty 
andseaweedyand rhythmic. Like ghosts singing." 

Everett: "Living in whatever place, you 
appreciate the local music more, 'cos you appreciate 



Records, films, etc that defined your year? 

Everett: "The record that's defined the past few 
months for me is the Frida Hyvonen one. The live 
show... no, not yet. Book: Pig City by Andrew 
Stafford, about Brisbane's musical growing pains 
throughout the Eighties and Nineties." 

AMP: "Last record I really loved was Los 
Campesinos! . Last film was Let The Right One In, 
a vampire story set in Stockholm. The book's better. 
Generally I haven't been engaging with popular 
culture that much since I had Jimmy four and a half 
months ago. I'm just engaging with him really, and 
learning to crochet, and reading babble.com. I'm 
sure I'll re-engage with popular culture soon, but 
I think in the first few months after having your first 
baby you're going to be in a bubblefora while. 
And that's OK. Right?" 
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plan b and polyvinyl present: 
a polyvinyl sampler 

Words: Andrzej Lukowski 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Check out Polyvinyl's exclusive label sampler: like 
a cross between a Yuletide log and a mistletoe kiss 



Of Montreal 

An Eluardian Instance 

Of Montreal's fractured Skeletal 
Lamping opus has been issued on 
formats including a block of cheese, 
the colour blue, and a handwritten 
clarification from Kevin Barnes 
about what all that business was in 
last month's mag about oppression 
being good for people. Here, however, 
you can check out the record's most 
affecting track in 'umble CD form - 
'An Eluardian Instance's brassy 
shimmer and unvarnished yearning for 
simpler times is the final, golden sunset 
of humanity before Skeletal Lamping 
descends into priapic disco chaos. 

Headlights 

Market Girl 

Old-fashioned as a hug and twice 
as comforting, this is nothing more 
complicated than fast-flickering 
acoustic guitar and a glittering swarm 
of strings, circling prettily around 
Erin Fein and Tristan Wraight's 
courtly harmonies. 

Someone Still Loves You 
Boris Yeltsin 

I Think I Wanna Die 

Wow, has it really taken us three tracks 
to get to some power pop? A russet 
whirl of tight-bonded vocals and 
lovestruck hyperbole. 



Aloha 

Your Eyes 

Listen with your head and you'll 
perhaps be baffled by these repetitive 
bars of staccato organ, adorned only 
by gentle daubs of Aloha's beloved 
vibraphones. But as a Plan B reader, you 
listen with your heart (DON'T YOU?), 
and your heart knows the rigid 
structure is a playground, not a cage, 
Tony Cavallario'snervily warm vocals 
swinging and chirruping, wild and free. 

31 Knots 

Compass Comands 

Vying with Barnes for the title of 
Polyvinyl kook-in-chief, 31 Knots' 
Joe Haege expresses himself in earthier 
fashion: this is all bellowed piano, arch 
cabaret interludes and roared nuggets 
of bar-room wisdom. 

The M's 

Big Sound 

The least pompous glam band ever, The 
M's again prove that stomping major 
key guitars and preening brass can be 
charming as punnet of kittens, just so 
long as production values stay south 
of a tenner. 

Headlights 

Cherry Tulips (TJ Lipple remix) 

Like the bit where the geek takes off the 
glasses and turns out to be smokin', 



Aloha vibraphonist-in-chief Lipple here 
transforms his labelmate's coy retro 
curtsey into a voluptuous Sixties stomp. 
What's his secret? Vibraphone. Lots 
of vibraphone. 

Of Montreal 

Gallery Piece (Minitel Rose remix 
- previously unreleased) 

Kevin Barnes' none-more-creepy litany 
of devotion ( "I wanna be your only 
friend") reimagined as disco you can 
actually boogie to. Starts off shy, ends 
collapsed in a grinning heap, sentiment 
thoroughly transcended. 

Joan Of Arc 

ATell-Tale Penis 

Tim Kinsella allows his atonal post- 
Cap'n Jazz crew a rare moment of 
loveliness with this sad, brave reliving 
of his marriage's final stand. No 
bitterness, just eloquence and melody. 

Ida 

Lovers' Prayers 

In which piano-driven lovebirds Daniel 
Littleton and Elizabeth Mitchell 
singularly fail to run out of ways to 
express their devotion after a decade of 
wedlock. Bet Tim Kinsella hates them. 

Owen 

Bags Of Bones 

Another of the Kinsella brood (Mike) 
striking out solo over skitters of 
brushed, jazzy beats, sketching a tale 
of two broken souls finding each other 
in an infirmary. Irresistibly intimate, but 
as shattered spiritually as its 
protagonists are physically. 

Cale Parks 

Some Sew, Some Find 

Aloha's other vibraphonist leaves his 
instrument of choice at home and - 
wait, wait, come back, come back now. 
Even without any 'phone, Parks perks 
this compilation right up, 'Some Sew, 
Some Find's rubbery cycle of percussive 
buzz and electronic frisk sounding like 
the throbbing of a groovy beehive. 

Asobi Seksu 

Me And Mary 

Yuki Chikudate 's absurdly balletic 
vocals flash gracefully back and forth 
like a beam of silvery light, refracting 
through the registers, a playful eagle 
soaring over crisp, staccato drum beds. 

Of Montreal 

An Eluardian Instance (Jon 
Brion remix ft Nickel Creek - 
previously unreleased) 

Urn, ever wish Of Montreal reined in 
the lunatic ambition and concentrated 
on nice acoustic ditties? Yeah, well, this 
is a Plan /? exclusive so don't grumble; 
just pig out on those harmonies. Yum. 




Not that we would ever be so crass as to 
suggest a subscription to a magazine makes 
for a really great Christmas or other winter 
festival present, but it actually does, you know. 
A Plan B subscription is basically a fantastic 
present, every month, for a whole year, and 
you don't have to wrap it up yourself or 
anything. We do all the work, and you bask 
in the gratitude. Get in! 

New subscribers can choose from a bunch of free 
stuff, including this month's subscriber offer, which 
is one of a selection of books from fantastic punk 
rock printing press Fortune Teller Press, responsible 
for the reissue of the classic Nico biog, James 
Young's Songs They Never Play On The Radio. 

Fortune Teller Press are a small and independent publisher, 
whose releases have included a reissue of Gideon Sam's 
The Punk (written in 1977 by a 14 year old) and soundtrack 
material from the films of indie Sixties filmmaker Robert 
Downey Senior. They've very kindly offered us very limited 
numbers of the following tomes from the edge. . . 



Poems ForThe Retired Nihilist 
(Volume Two) 

Featuring Harold Pinter, Leonard Cohen, 
Patti Smith and Charles Mansonjhe 
Mekons,Viggo Mortenson, Robert Pollard 
Jeremy Reed, Edward Bunker, Patrik 
Fitzgerald, Umar Bin Hassan and more. 

Gideon Sams The Punk 

The first punk novella, written by 
a 14-year-oldin 1977.A valuable 
sociological document and slice of 
documentary fiction, which apparently 
started life as a homework project. 

Graham Bendel A Nasty Piece 
OfWork 

A cult psychological thriller from the director 
of Billy Childish Is Dead, described as falling 
somewhere between Roald Dahl's Switch 
Bitch and Patrick Hamilton, by way of 
Nathan Barley. "Bad taste and conceptual 
hi-jinks in London Town", according to 
HMV, and there's a limited cover by horror 
writer Clive Barker. 



Findoutmoreatwww.fortunetellerpress.com 

To qualify for this offer please mention PB40 and 
your choice of book on the back of your cheque or 
in the Paypal comments box. You can see our other 
subscriber offers, buy back issues, sort out your 
subscription, read blogs and features, and start 
fights on the forum at www.planbmag.com 

Back Issues 

UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 

Subscriptions 

UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, 
1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Road, London WC1X 8ED. 
Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by 
credit card, debit card or Paypal 
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To create the perfect in-ear 
headphones we played 
sax to 500 rubber ears 
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For the love of music, we live for sound 

Sixteen months testing with 500 rubber ears to achieve perfect fit and fidelity, 
means every sound you hear is exactly as intended. 



sound like.no.other" 



MDR-EX700L 



